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PREFACE. 



In these latter days, when poetry is so plentiful and a 
poet is to be found in almost every street, a word of 
apology for the appearance of the present volume may 
not be altogether unnecessary. 

All I have to say is that a former volume of my 
musings, published 18 years ago, met with a kindly 
and favourable reception ; that, I believe, I have con- 
siderably "improved" since then, and that I have 
been repeatedly asked by many friends to give the 
public another opportunity of judging of my " poetical 
ware." Although simply a working man who has 
taken the liberty of wooing the Muses in his leisure 
hours, I ask for no consideration on that account. Let 
my " Glints " be judged of on their simple merits, and 
if they are unable to bear the light of reasonable 
criticism, let them perish, and I will endeavour to 
disabuse my mind of the thought that "I am some- 
thing of a poet." *' A fair field and no favour " is all 
the consideration I crave, and this, I am confident, will 
not be denied me. Frankly, however, I hope and ex- 
pect that " Glints i' the Gloamin' " will give pleasure 
and satisfaction to all who may deem them worthy of 
perusal. 

Thanking the many friends, " gentle and simple," 
who have already subscribed for my little venture, 
and hoping it will meet with their approval, I submit 
my programme in humble confidence. 

JAMES OGG. 



488 GlOROB Strkbt, Abbrdbbm, 
Jvly, 1891, 
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A SONG FOE THE WOEKERS. 

Of labour, the mainspring of life, let us sing. 
With hearts beating time to the notes as they ring ; 
Of workshop and mill, with their whish and their 

whirr. 
Let 's sing with a whole-hearted fervour and vir. 
The big earth revolves in its orbit of space 
With its great heart of fire and a smile on its face ; 
For action 's the soul of Creation's great plan, 
And labour 's the life and the glory of man. 

Then, hurrah ! for the man with the dust- 
grimed brow, 

And the man with the horny hands ; 
Hurrah ! for the anvil, the axe, and the plough, 

And the mill with its wheels and bands ! 

Ay, labour, my lads, is the salt of the earth : 
There 's nothing of value, there 's nothing of worth 
But what 's been anointed, baptised with the oil 
Of mental endeavour and physical toiL 
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10 A SONG FOR THE WORKERS. 

With axe and with hammer loud anthems we 11 raise, 
There's service right real in such rude hymns of 

praise; 
The sweat of our brow 's an oblation indeed, 
The true aqua jmra of man's primal need. 

And think of the triumphs our labour has won ! 
We 've bridled the fiery-souled steeds of the sun ; 
We've harnessed the lightnings, we 've saddled the 

waves, 
And made their wild forces our servants and slaves ; 
Still knowledge increases, earth's ends are brought 

nigh, 
And onward and upward 's the watchword and cry ; 
But all we 've achieved yet, both olden and new. 
Are prophecies only of what we may do. 

What say you, my lads 1 Will we darken our strain 
By singing the wrongs that have frenzied our brain, 
And filled us with doubtings, dark, doleful, and blhid, 
Embitt'ring the spirit and madd'ning the mind 1 
Or, tell how our brothers in poverty moil 
While others wax gross on the fruits of their toil ? 
Not now ! since the flag of our rights is unfurled, 
And gallantly floats in the face of the world. 

Our wrongs, whatsoever, will pass like the night ; 
The Lord reigns for ever, and all will be right. 
Look up, then, my brothers ! nor blush for your lot ; 
Our guild is of heaven ! who dares say 't is not ? 
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WALLACE. 1 1 

Oiir grimed, horny hands, lads, while conscience is clear, 
Are ensigns of honour the angels revere ; 
Toil on, then, my brothers, at home and abroad ! 
There 's strength in the thought that we co-work with 
God. 

Then, hurrah ! for the man with the dust- 
grimed brow, 

And the man with the horny hands ! 
Hurrah ! for the anvil, the axe, and the plough. 

And the mill with its wheels and bands. 



WALLACK 

" At Wallace's name what Scottish blood 
But boils up like a spring-tide flood."— Bums. 

Great Wallace fame's chalice has filled to the brim. 
His darings an' doin's are liberty's chart ; 

Our national glory concentres in him. 

His spirit stills throbs in auld Scotland's big heart. 

You mind how our country was crushed to the dust 
By Edward o' England — the crafty an' bold ? 

An' how our base barons surrendered their trust, 
An' bartered our freedom for lands an' for gold ? 

He claimed to be lord o' this country of ours. 
An' nobles an' commons subscribed to his claim ; 

But Wallace, uncowed as the star-rulin' powers, 
Refused to consent to sic serfdom an' shame. 
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12 WALLACE. 

You mind how the big English braggart at Ayr, 
Insulted our puir brither Scots to the soul 

By proffrin' to gie for a groat — then an' there — 
Ony Scotchman a dunt at his back wi^ a pole ? 

" What a chance," he derisively shouts in his glee, 
" For -wiping off insults and settling old scores ! 

Behold the oppressor embodied in me I 

And purchase a groat's worth of salve for your 
sores.'* 

" What, ho ! clear the way, lat this man to the front, 
He 's a swack, swanky chiel, wi' a fine, flashin' e'e ; 

By my saul, he '11 gie that burly soger a dunt 
That maybe will gar him think ' ou ! ' for a wee." 

" It 's Wallace ! it 's Wallace ! " is whisper'd aroond. 
An* hope, like a sunburst, transfigur's the place. 

Their eyes lichten up, an' ilk heart gies a boond, 
An' a look o' expectancy shines on each face. 

He 's asked for his groat, an' he tenders them three. 
Lays baud o' the stick ^neath the treacherous crack ; 

"My country," he whispers, "ae blow mair for 
thee!"— 
An' flash flies the pole wi' a terrible whack. 

An' where is the Englishman ? doon at his feet, 
Doobled up like a rash or a back-fauldin' knife ; 

He's gotten Ids groat's worth — puir, big, braggin' 
breet — 
An' passes for aye f rae the drama o' life. 
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WALLACE. 13 

Symbolical this o' how Wallace overthrew 

Prood Edward's pretensions, an' shattered his yoke ; 

O' how he the bricht blade o' Liberty drew,. 
An wi' it the backbane o' tyranny broke. 

We see him again at this same toon o' Ayr, 
Engagin' a swordsman o' English renown ; 

But the EUerslie blade was the best o' the pair, 
An' quickly the southern Goliath goes down. 

But wow ! how the Englishmen blustered an' swore, 
On seein' their hero laid low in the dust ; 

Their soords frae their scabbards in fury they tore, 
An' rush'd at the victor wi' stroke an' wi' thrust. 

But Wallace was ready ; his broadsword was bare, 
His big dauntless heart was unconscious o' fear ; 

The wrath o' a thousand he dreads nae to dare 
While Liberty's war notes resound in his ear. 

His frien's rally roon' him wi' ringin' huzzas. 

Flash, clash go their claymores, an' ilka blow tells ; 

An' quickly the hero o' freedom's ain cause 

Fechts clear, an' mak's aif to the hills an' the dales. 

But soon on the warpath we find him again, 
Alang wi' his handfu' of brave men an' true ; 

A darin' exploit an' Gargunnock is ta'en ! 

An' prood Percy conquered, wha cam' to subdue. 
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14 WALLACE. 

In victory's sunsheen he briefly may bask, 
But soon to the wilds he again maun repair ; 

Noo he hides in the smV haunted Castle o* Gask, 
Whaur they track him wi' dogs, like a beast to his 
lair. 

But fate had decreed that this man amang men 
Was needed for liberty's cause yet a while ; 

An' his loins were begirt for the conflict again, 
An' Freedom inspired his great soul wi' a smile. 

You min' the weird story ? oor hero by nicht 
Keeps watch on the wa', by his tired little band ; 

A soger appears in the moon's siller licht 

Wi' a big, gory heid in his bluid-clotted hand. 

He chuckles in glee, for he thinks that the heid 
Is the patriot's ain — and he 's sure o' the " gift " ; 

But great is his grief an' his anger, indeed. 

To see the brave chief 'twixt himsel' an' the lift. 

In 's wrath the grim trophy he flung wi' fierce skill 
At the stern Wallace Wicht on the tap o' the wa*, 

But 't was caught an' shot back wi' sic hearty good will, 
That the soger collapsed like a boss man o' straw. 

A conflict ensues, an' the brave little band 
Ance mair to the foe carry death an' dismay ; 

Ilk stroke o' the terrible EUerslie brand 
Mak's ae foeman fewer to cope wi' that day. 
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WALLACE. 15 

Near Stirling, a message frae Edward, " What, ho ? " 
Our terms ? Why, freedom for Scotland, nae less I 

What ither conditions could patriots know ? 

Aucht less would mean shame an' eternal disgrace. 

" Strong hands may accomplish what brave hearts 
may dare ; 

Gro back to your masters an' tell them that we 
Came here, not to parley vain words, an' confer, 

But we came here to fight an' set Scotland free." 

On cam' the invaders in dazzlin' array, 

To quench freedom's fires wi' a blast o' their breath ; 
But little they recked, as they marched to the fray, 

They were hurryin' on to the darkness o' death. 

They meet at the brig o' aul' Stirlin', an' keen 
The braid swords o' Scotland flash oot i' the sun ; 

Wi* lion-like courage an' fire-flashin' een 

Oor forefathers strike till their foes strew the grun*. 

The English fell fast in the conflict that day, 

Prood Cressingham, too, bites the dust wi' the rest; 

The host that cam' doon in sic dazzlin' array 
Was scattered in death ere the sun socht the west. 

High praise to oor hero ! High praise to the few 
Wha focht by his side — an invincible band ! 

Wham danger an' death could nae fricht nor subdue, 
Wha a' things could dare for their richts an' their 
land. 
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16 A LOWLY PREACHER. 

But Wallace's sun its meridian has reached, 

An' Scotlan' her dark days will yet hae to dree ; 

Still through him high heaven in fire tones has 
preached 
That men at a' hazards should dare to be free. 

Black Falkirk, disaster, betrayal, an' death. 

An' the hero's sun sets in a blood-coloured sky ; 

But his courage, his darin', his fervour, an' faith 
Are Scotland's red heart's blood, an' never can die. 

Menteith's Judas deed we detest an' despise. 

But his base act, we feel, was the waurst for himsel' ; 

The patriot's soul took its flicht to the skies. 

While the traitor's was left in the blackness o' hell. 

Thank God for oor hero, his struggles, an' pains ! 

Thank God for his strong love o' freedom an' hame ! 
His life force eternal still flows in oor veins, 

An' oor hearts thrill an' throb at the sound o' his 
name. 



A LOWLY PREACHER. 

A GOWNlE, bonnie, red-lippit, an' clean. 
In a settin' o' saft, green moss ; 

Growin' up by a dingy aul* hoose, was seen 
In a gweed-forgotten-like close. 
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A LOWLY PREACHER. 17 

It shone there sae sweetly, sae modest, an' fair, 
'Mid its gruesome surrouudin's an' grim, 

I couldna^ help wonderin' — Did God put it there, 
Or cam 't there to tell us o' Him 1 

An' aye as I gazed on its gowden heart. 

An' its petals sae tender an* fine ; 
I saw in ilk delicate, tender part 

A glint o' the glory divine. 

The beauty o' heaven was in its face 

As it looked to the skies above. 
An' modestly spak' o' the Father's grace, 

An' the depths o' His changeless love. 

It tauld us how God could gar gownies grow 

Whaurever His love saw fit ; 
" An' I," it said, ** am a witness now 
That He cares for His fowk here yet. 

" He pities their lot in this darksome close. 

An' their burdens He 's willin' to share 
Who manfully shoulder their big, black cross, 
An' dinna gie wye to despair. 

" It wisna ordained in the Father's plan 

That some should in poverty pine, 
While ithers should revel in a'thing that 's gran'. 
An' riot in a'thing that 's fine. 
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18 A LOWLY PREACHER. 

*' The faut o' this grim maladjustment o' things 
Maun a' be ascribet to man ; 
An' man must yet lay his hands on the springs 
An' richt things the best wye he can. 

*' Man's folly, wastry, presum.ption, an' greed, 
Hae made mony pitfa's an' lairs ; 
Still, a wholesome breeze fae the regions o' gwecd, 
Aye blaws through yer human aflfairs. 

*' An' things will improve wi* the march o' the years, 

For men will grow wiser ere lang ; 
An' peace an' goodwill will resoond through the 
spheres. 
The burden an' gist o' their sang." 

Sae spak' God's flower, an' my soul at once 

Responded to a' it said. 
An' the grey aul' hoose gave a pleased response — 

As if at the heart it was glaid. 

Thinks I, when the Lord can gar gownies grow 

In sic an unlikely pairt, 
He also can kindle love's holy lowe 

Where'er there 's a human heart. 

An' human gownies, red-lippit an' pure, 

Wi' the gowden heart o' grace. 
May spread their petals unseen, obscure. 

In the maist unlikely place. 
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MURDIE M*NAB. 19 

For honour, an' courage, an' goodness, I trow. 

To nae special pairts are confined ; 
An' fowks o' a' classes may cherish an' grow 

The beauties o' heart and o' mind. 



A pure, white life in a sin-soiled toon, 

Has always appeared to me 
The fairest sicht 'neath the heavens aboon 

That ever my eyes did see. 
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MUEDIE M'NAB. 

A Scot to the bane was big Murdie M*Nab, 

Wi' pairts that we meet wi' but rarely ; 
Though quaet, he yet had a gift o' the gab 

That aften garred clever fowk f erly. 
Strong, sturdy, and swanky, broad-chested an' hale, 

A big heid weel set on his shouthers ; 
A man finely fit to tak' care o' himsel', 

But never unmindfu' o' ithers. 

Chorus — 

For biggin' an' dressin', stoot Murdie, the mason, 

Was equal to mony a twa men ; 
For lang-heidet shrewdness an' sterlin' hert-goodness 

I 'd back honest Murdie wi' a' men. 
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20 MURDIE M*NAB. 

His teuch, brawny framework o' muscle an* bane 

Was comely, an' soople, an' sturdy ; 
For racin' or loupin' or puttin' the stane 

Nae mony could cope wi' big Murdie. 
His mental kept pace wi' his physical po'ers : 

He reasoned wi' force and precision ; 
Could speak like a parson, or argue for hours, 

And ably maintain his position. 

He 'd tell ye a story when forenichts were lang, 

Its plot, time and place wad determine ; 
On Saturday nicht he would sing ye a sang, 

On Sunday wad preach ye a sermon. 
The pith o' his preachin' was shrewd common sense? 
Vext questions he seldom propounded ; 
** Live up to yer licht," he wad tell ye at ance, 
" An', certes, ye '11 ne'er be confounded." 

He reared a big family wi' fatherly care, 

An' managed by pushin' an' hainin' 
To decently hap them an' skweel them, an' mair, 

To gie them a good moral trainin' : 
Young Willie, the scribbler, has ta'en to the press ; 

Dick masons wi' a' his dad's through-pit ; 
Young Murdie, the nickum, 's a doctor, nae less ; 

An' John wags his pow in the pu'pit. 

The dochters are married, an' Murdie is left 

Alane wi' his helpmate fu' cheery ; 
An' still he 's adjustin' life's warp an' its weft. 

An' ne'er in weel-deein' seems weary. 
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granny's awa*. 21 

May his sun keep aboon the billows o' death 
Till age hae him silvered an' hoary, 

An' then may it dip in the ocean o^ faith, 
An' rise in the bricht lands o' glory ! 

Chorus — 

For biggin' an' dressin', stoot Murdie, the mason, 

Was equal to mony a twa men ; 
For lang-heidet shrewdness an' sterlin' hert-goodness 

I 'd back honest Murdie wi' a' men. 
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GRANNY'S AWA'. 

Aye, seener or later, it comes to us a' — 
The heaven-sent summons that ca's us awa' ; 
An' kin'ly aul' granny, we a' lo'ed sae weel, 
Has left us at last for the " Land o' the Leal." 

We mourn for aul' granny, though a's for the best. 
But lanely gran'daddy will miss her the maist ; 
We ken, though he 's quaet, an' patient, an' brave. 
That his kin'ly aul' hert lies in gran'mither's grave. 

For weel nigh to sixty lang years o* their life 
They lived, loved, and laboured as husband and wife, 
An' their lives were made glad, an' their years were 

made bricht. 
An' their toils were made sweet by their love's 

lowin' licht. 
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22 GRUMBLIN\ 

We think o' her deep love o' kindred an' hame : 
Life's comforts were dross in confeerance* to them 
" Fll ne'er leave Langhaven," she said to the Queen, 
" Till cairrit awa' to the regions abeen."t 

An' noo she 's awa' to the regions o' bliss, 

A far better country we dootoa than this ; 

An' we houp at the last, by God's goodness an' grace, 

To look ance again on her kin', couthy face. 

Comparison. 
+ Granny was a favourite of our good Queen, and was annually honoured 
with a visit from Her Majesty. On one of these occasions she suggested 
to Granny that she might make her home nearer the Castle where she— 
the Queen— would have opportunities of seeing her oftener. To which 
Granny's answer was in substance as above. 
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GEUMBLIN'! 

(A NEW SANG BY AN AULD BODIE.) 

Tho' turnin' auld an' grim, 
An' my e'esicht waxin' dim. 

Yet prood am I to see yer smilin' faces ; 
For, still the face o' man, 
Male an' female, I can scan, 

Wi' this important aid to sicht — the glesses. 

Tho' nae sae strong 's I was, 
Yet I murmur not, because 

I ne'er could see the use o' peevish mumblin' 
At things we canna mend, 
As if Gweed would likely send 

A blessin' on oor cankert heids for grumblin'. 
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grumblin'. 23 

Some think their lot is hard, 

An' declare thcmsel's ill-starred, 
Because their former vigour is declinin' ; 

For me, I ken, the licht 

Follows up the darkest nicht. 
An' ahin' the densest, darkest cloods is sLiniii'. 

Through winter's frost an' slush 

I my wye will bravely push, 
Yer tim'rous fowk are aye the waurst for tumblin'. 

However hard yer lot. 

Let this truth ne'er be forgot — 
There 's naething to be gained by morbid grum- 
blin'. 

Yer fowk wha whine an' moan 
0' " the happy days lang gone," 

An' wail about their frien'less, frail conditicn.c, 
Are fowk I canna thole. 
For 't wad soor the sweetest soul 

To listen to their sickly disquisitions. 

If life ye would enjoy 

Discontent at ance destroy, 
An' nae keep cankert thochts an' fancies jumblin' 

Like spectres in yer mind ; 

For the e'e o' houp they blind, 
An' cause a vast amount o' foolish grumblin'. 

Tho' turnin' up the edge 

0' my history's hin'most page, 
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24 , GRUMBLIN'. 

I 'm yet alive to every public movement ; 

My motto 's " Onward " still, 

An' I 'm frien'ly to the Bill, 
AYhose aim an' scope an' watchword is " Improve 
ment " : 

It fills oor hands wi' wark, 
An' what man wi' jist a spai*k 

O' common sense, would ever think o' mumblin' 
Against a weel-lined aim 
To keep wealth and wark at hame. 

An* sae reduce a fruitfu' cause o' grumblin'. 

Some fowk wad mint an' moan 
Tho' this earth were a' their own, 

Their every thought is warpt and interwoven 
Wi' discontent sae grim, 
They wad deave the lugs o' him 

Whose restless feet tradition says are cloven. 

Let 's strive as best we can 

To agree wi' nature's plan. 
An' nae like wicked malcontents keep bumblin' 

0' wrangs wi' little root, 

But let 's firmly place our foot 
On tlie heid o' every cause o' peevish grumbhn'. 



-■^^ 



y Google 



THE garden's HOWE WALLIE. 25 

THE GARDEN'S HOWE WALLIK 

I wander'd doon by Garden's Howe, 

First time for mony years, 
Wi' swellin' heart and thoughtfu' brow, 

Crammed fu' o' hopes an' fears. 
Alas ! my fears were realised — 

The little well was gone — 
Wr eyes suffused I gazed an' sigh'd ; 

A cherish'd hope had flown. 

Oh, wallie, wallie ! sae fresh an' bonnie, 
As clear an' cool as the mornin' dew ; 

Sae aul' a frien' maun be missed by mony, 
Yer crystal stream 's but a mem'ry noo. 

I thocht to sit upon the wa' 

That girded you aboot, 
An' lots o' mem'ries dear reca' 

That time can ne'er blot oot ; 
To min' aboot my early frien's, 

My playmates at the school ; 
To muse on fondly-cherished scenes, 

An' quaff your waters cool. 

Oh, wallie, &c. 

To min' upon the sparklin' eyes 

That thrilled my youthfu' heart ; 
Oh ! mony are the tender ties 

Connected wi' this parU 
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But there are recollections sad 

Commingled wi' the sweet, 
Some cheer my soul an' mak* me glad, 

An' ithers gar me greet. 

Oh, wallie, &c. 

But, fare ye weel, auF Garden's Howe — 

There 's something dims my e'e ; 
Altho' you Ve lost yer wallie now. 

The mem'ry 's dear to me. 
If souls above e'er get a blink 

At things o' earth, I trow 
That some o' them will aften think 

0' bonnie Garden's Howe. 

Oh, wallie, wallie ! sae fresh an' bonnie, 
As clear an' cool as the mornin' dew ; 

Sae aul' a frien' maun be missed by mony, 
Yer crystal stream 's but a mem'ry noo. 



BAIENIES. 

Speak gently to the bairnies, 

Whom Jesus loved and blessed ; 
Be kindly while you hae them. 

For, oh ! they 're sadly miss'd. 
You 'd rue a rash word sairly, 

If He, wha orders a', 
In His infinite wisdom 

Your lambies should withdraw. 
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Maist o' 's could speak o' bairn ies 

We loved wi' a' our soul, 
Wha noo are wi' the Master 

Withia the shinin' goal. 

I like to hear them lauchin' 

While rompin' at their play, 
To see their sparklin* faces, 

An' list to Si they say. 
I like to sort their thingies, 

Their tappies, bats, an' ba's — 
Their fervent love for playocks 

Dovetails wi' Natures laws. 
Then gie them pears an' pebbles, 

They '11 quickly ken their use ; 
An' lat them to the sunshine, 

An' hear them craw f u' croose. 

If every source o' pleasure 

As harmless was as theirs, 
This great big world's harvest 

Would show far fewer tares. 
But there 's the weary gill-stoup, 

Wi' fetid, poison'd breath, 
A source o' endless sorrow, 

0' misery, sin, and death ; 
An' there 's the gamin' table, 

Wi' fascinatin' glare, 
Allurin' still its thousands 

To ruin and despair. 
How different wi' the youngsters — 

Their pleasures dinna sting, 
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The dearest, sweetest, bairnie 

That ever breathed an* smiled. 
An', tho' we may forget it , 

Amid the bustlin' throng, 
We a* were helpless baimies 

Ere we grew big an' strong. 
Their smiles disperse our sorrows, 

As sunbeams melt the clouds. 
Revive faint hopes within us. 

An* strip them o' their shrouds'; 
Their words are sweetest music. 

They soothe the troubled mind. 
Subdue life's surgin' waters. 

Rebuke life's angry wind. 

Then let us frankly, kindly. 

Aye meet their fond embrace, 
For in the lauchin' baimies 

We see the future race ; 
An' teach them weel their prayeries, 

An' mak' them staunch an' true — 
Good words frae infant lippies 

Fa' saft as ev'nin' dew ; 
An' tell them aft the story 

0' Jesus an' his love. 
Who hears their whisper'd " wordies,'^ 

High in the heavens above. 
On earth ye '11 be repay'd for 't, 

Wi' blessin's rich and rife. 
An' at the day o' reckonin' 
• Receive eternal life. 
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FAITH. 



*' God is in His universs : 
All is well with the world." — Browning. 

The winds o' misfortune may buflfet an' blaw, 
The weirdless may drift, au* the feckless may fa' ; 
But the man that has faith in the Gweedness aboon, 
Though he bend in the blast, yet he winna gang doon. 

Tho' losses an' crosses fa' thick on his heid. 
An' the hert in his breist may at times feel like leid, 
Tho' af times unable God's gweedness to trace. 
Still he trusts to His infinite wisdom an' grace. 

Tho' cloods black an' thick owre his pathway may 

loom, 
Tho' he canna see through the encompassin' gloom, 
His faith bids him houp aye, an' never despair, 
For the sun o' his soul, tho' he see 't nae, is there. 

The wisdom that shines thro' the reaches o' space, 
That deeds hill an' dale wi' sic beauty an' grace, 
That keeps oor herts throbbin' by day an' by nicht, 
Can surely be trusted to dee what is richt. 

The love that presides wi' sic infinite care. 
Aye strivin' oor lives to mak' bonnie an' fair, 
Will never deal harsh wi' the children o' men. 
Nor cause them to suffer an* sorrow in vain. 
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Oor waes, if we kent it — an' some day we will- 
Are the kindliest proofs o' the great Doctor's skill ; 
Oor sairest afflictions are mercies sublime, 
An' the best that the Lord could dee for's at the time. 

Tho' hurricanes blaw an' wild tempests o'erwhelm, 
The Maister Himsel' has His hand on the helm — 
Let's trust Him an' fear not: tho' drifted an' toss'd, 
The haven is sure, nae a soul will be lost. 



*** 



TIBBIE. 

My Tibbie 's as fair as the floweries 

That spangle the meadow an' lea ; 
Love, beauty, an' health, were the dowries 

An' plenty my Tib brocht to me. 
Her cheeks are bedimpled an' rosy. 

She 's bonnie withoot ony fib, 
An' lovin' and leal beats the bosy, 

For me, o' my better half, Tib. 

Her dark eyes are bonnie an' sparklin* 

Aye teemin' wi' sweet winnin' wiles ; 
Her tresses are glossy an' darklin', 

Her lips are illumined wi* smiles. 
Oor hearts are securely cemented, 

Nae wonder I 'm fond o' my rib ; 
I '11 bow to the fates quite contented, 

An' journey thro' life wi' my Tib. 
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She 's clever at makin* an* mendin', 

Oor hoosie keeps canty an' clean ; 
Recoils at the thocht o' inis-spendin', 

An' aye we Ve o' comforts a wheen. 
She speaks wi' the ardour o' Sappho, 

An' aiblins a little mair glib ; 
My feelin's wad be something awfu' 

Gin onything happen'd to Tib. 

Like me, she is strictly teetotal, 

Thinks tiplin' akin to excess ; 
If mis'ry 's contained in a bottle, 

The seeds o 't maun lurk in a gless. 
But when 1 indulged in a drappy. 

She didna flare up like a squib ; 
Her brawlin' ne'er made me unhappy, 

For flytin 's quite foreign to Tib. 

We 're happy contented thegither. 

We 've something to gie an' to lend ; 
Gweed grant that sic sunshiny weather 

May lichten oor paths to the end. 
And, oh ! when oor journeys are ended. 

An' she to the seraphs is sib. 
May I to the skies have ascended 

To welcome my leal-hearted Tib. 
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HEERIED. 

The laverock its flicht to the blue sky is winging 
The sun throws his glory owre mountain an' lea ; 

But peer Rosie Lintie fu' sadly sits singin* 
Alanc on the tap o' an' aul' rowan tree. 

Some thochtless young nickums hae herriet her nestie; 

She cries for her helpless wee young anes in vain ; 
An' oh ! what a panic o' grief 's in the breestie 

That sobs sic a sorrowfu', hert-broken strain. 

Sing on, bonnie birdie, gie voice to thy sorrow ; 

Sic ootbursts may ease thy bit hertie a wee ; 
An' aiblins the sunshine that comes wi' the morrow 

May bring consolation an' comfort to thee. 

But, birdie, we Ve a' been bereft o' oor treasures. 
We *ve a* had a something we loved ta'en awa' ; 

But still we've oor blessin's, oor comforts and pleasures, 
For Grod, wha is I^ove, has the care o' us a'. 

Let 's lo'e the dear birdies that warble sae sweetly, 
Whase melody gladdens the hillside and glen ; 

Be kin' to the birdies that love sae completely, 
For birdies hae feelin's an' lierts like oor aui. 
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WE'EE SLIPPIN' AWA\ 

(AN AULD BODIES REFLECTIONS ON READIN' OWRE THE 
" DEATHS.") 

We 're slippin' awaV ane by ane we are fa'in', 

An', certes ! the summons will sune be my ain ; 
The grim king o' terrors is constantly ca'in', 

An' tak's nae denial, nae ca' back again. 
I here see the death o' aul' Baubie M*Ewan — 

Brave Baubie ! the bonnie, the bloomin', the braw— 
Ye 're bloomin' again in the sunshine o' heaven, 

An' drinkin' the love o' the frien's lang awa'. 

It looks unco short, but it 's no hauf a cent'ry 

Sin' I was the maiden an' Baubie the bride ; 
An' presents an' greetin's, frae plain fouk an' gentry, 

Were sent her frae frien's roon' the hale country- 
side. 
For Baubie was bonnie, and blythe in the temper, 

An' lifey, an' lovin', and pure as the snaw ; 
Her smile was like sunshine, nae saft, silly simper, 

An' herty her lauchter — but noo she 's awa'. 

Whaur noo are the young fouk wha danced at the 
weddin' 1 
But few o' that gath'rin' are still to the fore ; 
They 've answered the summons, they 've left the aul' 
steadin', 
They've joined tlie big thrang on the opposite 
fehore. 
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Whaur's big Eonal* Scott, wi' the braid, brawny 
shouthers, 

An' gleg Willy Wastle, an' Elsie M'Raw, 
An' plump Betty Smith, an' her twa burly brithers 1 

They Ve a' owre the Ferry : they 've slippit awa'. 

An' Roger the rhymer, wha sang wi' sic ardour, 

An' spak' wi' a fervour an' force that was gran', 
Has stoppit his rhymin' an' crossed the dark border, 

To sing sweeter strains in the bricht, better Ian'. 
An' Francie the fiddler, an' Peter the piper — 
. Guid save us ! hoo Peter the chanter could blaw, 
His lungs were like leather : but Death, the fell reaper, 
Has ta'en baith the fiddler an' piper awa'. 

An' fragile young Flora, wha dress'd aye sae neatly, 

An' sang sae divinely, an' spak' wi' sic grace, 
Wha smiled like a seraph, an' danced sae discreetly. 

Has lang been awa' to a far fitter place ; 
But crusty Bob Baxter, sae cankert and crabbet, 

Is still i' the skin, an' his temper 's as sma' 
As 't was in his young days : the fell force o' habit 

Will follow Bob Baxter, I fear, when awa*. 

Perjink Tammy Toddles an' gweed Granny Pollok, 

An' Grandfather White, wi' the lang, silv'ry beard, 
An' a' the aul' bodies that leuch at oor frolic. 

Till crawsfeet an' wrinkles a'maist disappeared, 
Were langsyne ta'en hame, aye, an' aiblins they're 
waitin', 

To welcome their frien' whan the Lord deigns to ca', 
I like aye to think sae— it keeps me frae frettin' 

An' grumblin' 'cause aul' frien's are slippin' awa'. 

.,_.uy Google 



36 AN EPISTLE TO MAIRCH. 

AN EPISTLE TO MAIRCH. 

Welcome ance mair, wild Mairch, you blust'ria 
callan', 

You roarin', rattlin', fierce, unruly fellow ; 
E'en while I speak you 're rudely, wildly bawlin' 

Adoon the " stony street " wi' angry bellow ; 
An' mair, ye rogue ! ye e'en invade the dwallin' 

An' mak' the lum a kin' o' violoncello — 
You think my simile a trifle awkward ? 
Weel, aiblins 'tis, but then the rhymes are backward. 

You 're caul' an' roch, an*, eh, yer winds are bitin' ! 

You whistle freely thro' oor thickest wrappin's ; 
You 're churlish too, for richt an' left you 're smitin' 

The fair, the frail, the strong — ^jist as it happens ; 
You sen' oor hats alang the causey skitin', 

An' scandalise oor maist intricate trappin's ; 
An' when rheumatics wreck oor equanimity 
You shak' yer sides an' lauch at oor calamity. 

There 's Jock MTurk been ragin' like a Tartar 
Since you began yer peace-disturbin' bluster, 

An' voos he suffers mair than ony martyr. 

That life for him has lost its charm and lustre ; 

As lief he 'd be a cud to kill the carter 

As suffer thus, he says, and means to muster 

Sufficient courage, if he sees to-morrow, 

To seek the dentist wi' his raging sorrow. 
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A.y, ay, you Ve quaet noo, an' calm an' smilin' ! 

Belike, ye '11 say that I misrepresent ye ; 
You 're inconsistent, Mairch, yer smile 's beguilin'. 

You've been like that since first oor forebears 
kent ye ; 
An' simple fowks that listen to yer wilin' 

Seen learn in sorrow that ye 're a' I pent ye ; 
You *re fu' o' quips an' cranks an' incongruities, 
A thoosan' aches an' waes are your annuities. 

But blaw, brave Mairch, I like yer muckle trumpet, 
Yer wild, tempestuous music has its charms ; 

An' thump yer drum, wi' vir an' vigour thump it, 
Gie 't a' the poother o' yer lusty arms ! 

Play up, play up, an' neither shirk nor scamp it. 
But gie 's a sample o' yer warst alarms — 

Ye '11 please yersel' 1 That 's like your contumacity ! 

But please yersel' wi' a' yer wild capacity 1 

But, Mairch, my boy, despite yer various moods, 
To tell the truth, we 're aye richt glaid to see ye ; 

Altho' you rant an' roar, and thin the woods, 
0' ill intentions I at once wud free ye. 

Despite yer arrowy sho'ers an' fleein' cloods. 

You 're honest, furth-the-gate— may grace be wi' ye ; 

An' this I '11 say, bluff frien', within yer hearin', 

Yer hert is better than yer ootward bearin'. 

We like yer roarin' ode, yer rattlin' sonnet ; 

We like the passion o' yer stormy soul ; 
We like the early blooms stuck in yer bonnet, 

The yallow crocus in your button-hole ; 
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We like yer smile, too, when you deign to don it ; 

An' then you learn us hoo to dare an' thole ; 
For e'en in battlin' wi' yer blasts, old boy, 
We feel a glowin', gladsome, rapturous joy. 



TO THE MEMORY OF JAMES FRASER, 

TEMPERANCE REFORMER. 

Oh, Death, thou gruesome, terror king, 
Tho' Chnst has robVd thee o' thy sting. 
Thy power 's as great to-day, we know. 
As 't was twa thoosand years ago. 
Nae worth can ward thy fell decree, 
An' a' alike maun yield to thee ; 
Thou carest nocht for race nor creed — 
An' burly, brave Jeems Eraser 's deid ! 

Who would have thocht ae year ago, 
That saw his cheery face aglow 
Wi' rosy health an' bricht good-will. 
He 'd noo be lyin' cauld an' still ? 
But every day sees thoosands fa', 
An' death will shortly claim us a' ; 
Ance in his grasp, there 's nae remeid : 
Be ready then — Jeems Eraser 's deid ! 

Ah ! mony noo will miss him sair, 
An' sigh to see his face ance niair — 
His broad, benevolent, caller face — 
A boon an' credit to the race. 
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An' Temperance weeps for him who was 

Sae strong an' earnest in the cause ; 

But noo 't is ours to crush its heid — 

The *• Monster "* lives ! — Jeems Fraser 's deid ! 

He 's gone, an' yet his life on earth 

Illumines mony a cosy hearth, 

An' mony a husband, wean, an' wife. 

Will bless him for their alter'd life — 

Their better life, their higher aim, 

Their hope on high, their happy hame. 

'T is ours to sow such glorious seed : 

The " Monster " lives ! — Jeems Fraser 's deid ! 

"Jeems Fraser deid ?" nay, cease your sighs, 

True, sterlin' virtue never dies ; 

His body sleeps beneath the sod, 

But he, himself, flew back to God. 

The influence of his truth and worth 

Will live for ages yet on earth, 

And help to break the self-forged gyves 

Of some poor slaves— Jeems Fraser lives ! 

* This was Mr. Fraser's favourite name for strong drink. 



THE DEIL'S NEEDLK 

The Deil's Needle is a big stone which stands in the middle 
of the river Dee, about three miles down from the bridge of 
Ballater, with a big, round hole or " needle e*e " right through its 
top, which stands up out of the water — hence its name. Tradi- 
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tion has it that this stone was thrown from the top of Morven 
by a certain personage (who, it would appear, has extraordinary 
capabilities for stone throwing, and, formerly at any rate, -was 
very fond of exercising them) with the object of demolishing a 
band of worshippers in a field several miles distant. Evidently, 
however, he mis-calculated the distance or his strength, and the 
great missile fell short, alighting in the middle of the water, 
where it is still to be seen. Opinions differ as to how the hole 
or " needle e'e " came to be in the stone. Some say it was done 
by the action of the water, some by the action of the air, some 
one thing, some another. But, without seeking to disparage the 
explanations of Science, and without making large claims for 
myself, perhaps I may venture to say that the simple solution 
of the matter given in the following ballad is fully as satisfactory 
and fully as orthodox as any of the others. — J.O. 

It needs a lang speen, the adage says, 

To sup wi' the muckle deil ; 
But the thing was deen in the gweed auF days 

By the tailor o* Bodkin Biel. 

This tailor he stitched on Pannanich brae 

In sicht o' the crystal Dee ; 
His cheeks were wan an' his hair was grey, 

But a kibble auF man was he. 

'T was simmer, the day had been sultry an' hot, 

But the ev'nin' was balmy an' fine. 
An' the tailor sat stitchin' a swallow-tailed coat 

For the Earl o' bonnie Aboyne. 

He sang as he stitched, in a voice laich-pitched. 

Some lilt o' the days o' yore, 
An', lo ! as he humm'd, a merry aul' man 

Cam' jauntily in at the door. 
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" Ho ! Bodkin, what cheer? " said the kinchie aul' man, 

Wi' a comical kin' o' leer ; 
*• You Ve aye that swallow-tail coat on han' — 

You '11 finish 't afore the New Year 1 " 

Tiie tailor looked up, an' he caucht his breath, 
While feignin' to bite a bit threed : 
" Dee ye ken, ye aul' badger," he said, wi' an aith, 
** That I 'm cock o' the kuntra for speed ? " 

" Hee, hee ! ere ye finish that coat," quo' he, 
** I '11 bore wi' my hazel rung 
A hole thro' yon steen i' the middle o' Dee, 
Whilk Hornie frae Morven flung." 

** Gin ye can dee that," bauld Bodkin says, 

Wi' a lauchin' yet scornfu^ wink, 
** I '11 mak' yer claes for the rest o' yer days, 

An' keep ye in meat an' drink." 

" Agreed, I '11 dee 't," said the kadgy aul' man, 

As grinnin' he tak's his leave ; 
" I '11 bore that steen wi' my gweed richt han 

Afore ye finish that sleeve." 



The moonshine shimmers on silvery Dee- 
Cries Bodkin, " By a' that 's g^veed ! 

The Deevil's steen has a needle e'e 
Cut clean thro' its big, bare heid. 

3 



y Google 



42 THE deil's needle. 

" This ferly betokens nae gweed for me ; 
I We a feelin' there 's evil in store ; " 
An' jist as he spak', wi' a mockin' " Hee, hee ! *' 
In cam' the aul' man at the door. 



The door o' the cottage he opens wide, 
Points oot wi' his lang, hairy han', 

An' Bodkin is drawn to the riverside 
By the spell o' that weird aul' man. 

Here Hornie his duds on the green bank laid, 
For the shaggy aul' tyke it was he, 

The tailor he swung on his shouthers braid, 
Syne, lauchin', lap into the Dee. 

The tailor burst oot wi' an awsome yell, 
An' he struggled wi' ban's an' feet. 

But aye as he roared auld Clinkum's tail 
Played wap on his threedbare seat. 

He stoppit his strugglin', he dried his een, 
An' he cried, " Oh, Nicholas Ben, 

Jist lean yer hip on this Needle Steen ; 
A bargain 's a bargain, I ken. 

" I '11 mak', yer claes for the rest o' yer days. 
But I '11 hae to rin back to the hoose, 
For here nor there I canna \\ irk fair 
Withouten my bodkin an' goose." 
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"Weel, skice," said Nick, "never min' the weet, 
There 's a gweed fire whaur you 're gawin'." 
An' thro' the stream floundered the tailor, peer breet, 
But never said, " Hooly, ye 're fa'in." 

He reaches the biel, gets his gun in a glint, 

An' loads 't wi' a resolute look ; 
Three charges go in, an' a saxpence bent, 

An' three leaves o' the Holy Book. 

He creeps to the back o' a bour-tree bush, 

An' a steady, sure aim tak's he ; 
There 's a ringin' report, an' a flarin' flash, 

An' a howl frae the middle o' Dee. 

Auld Flint-lugs draps frae the Needle Steen 

Wi' a lood, rock-rendin' scream ; 
An' fire-flauchts gleam frae his bleezin' een 

As he sails wi' the surgin' stream. 

Since then the auld Deil has been wary, I wot. 

Keeps close to his nether Hell, 
But they've seen him ance, twice i' the Aul' Kirk Pot, 

Like a kelpie without a tail. 

Adoon a league frae Ballater brig. 

The curious still may see 
That steen wi' its roon e'e, clear an' big, 

In the midst o' the roll in' Dee. 
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PEACE OE WAE. 



We want not to fight, we delight not in war, 

But we fear not the numberless hosts of the Czar ; 

If miist be we '11 strike with our soul in our arm, 

Our country to shield from injustice and harm. 

But war is a curse, and we mean not to cease 

Our earnest endeavours for justice and peace ; 

We Ve done what we could, and we *11 do what we can, 

*We challenge the verdict of civilised man. 

We thirst not for warfare — the scourge of the world — 

But we stand by our rights with our standard unfurled ; 

If needs be we 're ready, by sea and by shore, 

To fight with the lion-like courage of yore — 

To charge and to strike both with bay'net and brand. 

For the strength of our cause will give force to our 

hand ; 
Let malice and envy malign us and ban, 
We challenge the verdict of civilised man. 

Our prayers are for peace, but we fear not to fight 

Should greed and aggression encroach on our right ; 

With patriot fervour our hearts are aglow, 

We Ve truth on our side and we fear not the foe ; 

In city and desert, on mountain and main, 

We Ve fought and prevailed, and can do so again. 

Still our prayers are for peace, and we '11 do what we can 

To win the approval of civilised man. 

*" We will strive to conduct ourselves to the end of this diplomatic 
controversy in such a way as that if, unhappily, it is to end in an em- 
broilment or rupture, we may, at least, be able to challenge the verdict 
'^f civilised mankind."— iJir^/tt Hon. W. E. Gladstone. 
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THE GRAND OLD MAN. 

We 'll cheer an' we '11 sing for the Grand Old Man 

Till the auV hills echo an' ring ; 
The heart in his breast *s o' the biggest an' best, 

His intellect stamps him a king. 

Chorus — 

Hurrah ! hurrah ! for our brave Premier ! 
Wi' his thoughtf ii' face an' accents clear, 
Wi' his gen'rous heart an' kindly han' — 
Hurrah ! hurrah ! for the Grand Old Man ! 

There's music an' mirth in the Grand Old Man, 
There 's courage, there 's wisdom, an' worth ! 

His fervour intense but equals his sense. 
His name is a power on the earth. 

AVe 're followers a' o' the Grand Old Man, 

An' his will and ours maun be law ; 
The Tory hub- bub 's but a drap in the tub. 

Or a deid flee stuck to the wa'. 

The equals are few o' the Grand Old Man, 
There 's power in his big, lofty brow ; 

Hisjgood axe it rings like the brave hero king's 
Who cleft the De Bohun thro' the pow. 

Revere him we must, he 's a Grand Old Man, 
Weel worth baith our love an' our trust ; 

His bill maun be passed wi' rejoicings at last, 
Tho' the Upper House crumble to dust. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



46 IN MEMORY OF OUR MOTHER. 

Good health an' lang life to the Grand Old Man, 

An* a cheer for his leal guidwife ; 
The sunsheen o' gweed shine bricht on their held. 

An' save them frae malice an' strife. 



Then, hurrah ! hurrah ! for the Grand Old Man ! 

Tho' lordlings his measure misca', 
Wi' groan or wi' grin, they '11 Ime to gie in, 

It 's useless to langer say " Na." 

CJwrus — 

Three cheers ! hurrah ! for our brave Premier ! 
Wi' his thoughtfu' face an' accents clear, 
Wi' his gen'rous heart an' kindly han' — 
Hurrah ! hurrah ! for the Grand Old Man. 



IN MEMORY OF OUR MOTHER. 

Our mother is dead, and the world seems changed, 

Our hearts are heavy and sore. 
The past and present are sunder 'd, estranged, 

And meet and commingle no more. 

The past flows back in its sunny course. 

The present drearily on, 
Its sparkling, joyous, brightness and force 

Suspended, shadowed, or gone. 
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How blythe and bright was that face of hers — 

A preacher of truest things — 
How now, even now, its memory stirs 

Our lives to their deepest springs. 

How kind and couthy the words she spake, 

How hearty, happy, and whole — 
Till death that motherly voice will make » 

Sweet melody in our soul. 

The tender light of her loving eye 

Chased all our griefs away, 
As night's dark shadows dissolve and die 

When touched by the light of day. 

We saw her last in the robes of death. 
With flowers in her cold, white hand ; 

And their sweet scent seemed like a fragrant breath 
From her soul in the better land. 



O ! lilies white, with your sweet perfume. 
Ye will speak to our hearts for aye. 

Ye will lead our thoughts to that cherished tomb, 
And point us the better way. 

Sweet-scented gifts from the throne above. 

How she loved you one and all ! 
Ye spoke to her soul of the Father's love 

For his creatures great and small. 
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God's generous love and tender grace 
We can track from flower to star, 

But the same revealed in a mother's face 
Is a dearer sight by far. 

" God's will be done," we will trust His grace, 
And pray we may see once more 

Our sainted mother's radiant face 
On Heaven's eternal shore. 



LITTLE HARRY. 

Little Harry, bright and sparkling. 

Laughing eyes of heaven's blue ; 
Locks of flaxen, bright and curly, 

Dimpled cheeks of rosebud hue ; 
Prattling voice and merry laughter, 

Brimming o'er with childish fun ; 
Only four years old to-morrow — 

Fondly-petted only son ! 

Dawning thought shines on his forehead. 

Beams and sparkles in his eyes, 
Like the sunshine in the morning 

Lighting up the starry skies. 
Little tyrant ! how he rules all 

With his childish, winning wiles. 
With his laughter, with his prattle, 

With his tears and with his smiles. 
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Sparkling, witty, little Harry, 

Full of mirth and childish glee ! 
He '11 be gifted, great, and famous 

In the glorious years to be. 
He '11 be one of Nature's nobles — 

For her seal is on his brow ; 
And his future — fair, resplendent ! — 

We might almost picture now : 

See him ! handsome, manly, clever, 

Just and gen'rous, brave and kind ; 
Mark how all who know adore him, 

And revere his kingly mind. 
Mark — but these are idle fancies ! 

Little Harry 's little still ; 
And 't is seldom life's full river 

Flows as fair 's its rippling rill. 

TWENTY YEARS AFTER. 

'Mid the noisy mirth and laughter 

Of a glaring tavern hall, 
One, with flashing eyes of azure. 

Shines the life and soul of all. 
He 's the head, the soul, the centre, 

Of the bacchanalian throng ; 
His the jokes call forth the laughter. 

His the voice that leads the song. 

All admire his fervent fancy. 

Pledge his health in foaming beer ; 

All applaud his witty sallies, 

All his fertile mind revere. ^ t 
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Mark him well, this sparkling leader, 
With the curly, flaxen hair. 

With the flashing eyes of azure. 
With the mien so debonair. 

Yes ! despite his altered features, 

And his eye's unnatural glow, 
'T is none other than young Harry 

Of the sunny long ago ! 
Not, as yet, a bloated drunkard. 

But, with all his gifts bedecked, 
He is drifting to the maelstrom 

Where so many have been wrecked. 

" Drink and mirth are boon companions, 

Let 's enjoy them while we may ; 
Goody fools, 't is true, decry them, 

But we heed not what they say. 
Drink," he sings, "and let's be jolly, 

Let 's improve the shining hour ; 
To the rosy god of pleasure 

Deep libations let us pour ! " 

ON THE MORROW. 

See, a crowd of awe-struck people. 

On the quay-side, bending o'er 
Some dark object, cold and rigid, 

Lying lifeless on the shore. 
Ah, I know that broad, pale forehead, 

And the curly, flaxen hair. 
And the bonnie eyes of azure. 

E'en despite their glassy stares 
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T is, alas ! young, handsome Harry, 

Taken from the harbour dead ; 
Not a wrinkle on his forehead, 

Not a grey hair on his head. 
To the chain of sad misfortunes 

Here is forged another link ! 
Here, another hapless victim 

To the millions slain by drink. 

God of love ! this sinful system, 

With its endless train of woe, 
Can have no place in Thy Kingdom — 

Hasten, then, its overthrow ! 
Loud we pray for pagan nations, 

Still bound up in heathen night. 
And forget this monstrous idol 

In our land of Gospel light ! 

Let us pray with heart and soul, then, 

Let us work with all our powers. 
To remove this withering system 

From this dear old land of ours. 
God, no doubt, will right all these things 

In His own good time and way ; 
But the Father's will is clearly — 

Men must work as well as pray. 
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A SPRIXG REVERIE. 

Aul' earth, the mither o' 's a\ ance mair 

Is donnin' her robes o' green, 
An' dootless will blossom as fresh an' fair 

As when man first opened his een. 

The trees are openin' their tender leaves, 
The spring flo'ers their glossy cup ; 

The field nae langer disconsolate grieves, 
For the gownies are peepin' up. 

A' Natur' seems happy an' blythe an' bricht, 

An' we feel, or fancy at least. 
That the glow o' revivin' life an' micht 

Maun thrill through the earth's big breist. 

The birds will soon be seekin' their mates, 

An' biggin' their dainty nests ; 
For Nature is openin' her pearly gates, 

An' scatterin* Love's behests. 

We '11 hear them singin' their simmer strains, 
Sae cheery yet "tender an' true," 

An' oor wearied bodies an' jaded brains 
Will rally their forces anew. 

The soil 's prepared for the precious seed. 

The sower is busy abroad. 
An' the tender blade as it rears its heid 

Will remind 's that we co-work wi' God. 
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All' then as we co-work wi' Heaven for breid, 

Oor hearts maun exultingly feel 
We may co-work wi' God wi' han' an' held 

For man's mental an' spiritual weal. 

As Nature retains a perennial youth, 

Oor souls needna ken nae decay, 
For, if kept in the sunshine o' God's glowin' truth, 

They '11 live an' they '11 flourish for aye. 
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IN MEMORIAM, 

REV. DR. LONGMUIR, ABERDEEN. 

He is gone, our brave -browed brother ; 

He has reached the better shore ! 
And his ringing, manly accents 

We will hear on earth no more. 

Hushed at last the earnest preacher. 
With his figures bold and choice ; 

Never more that keen-eyed teacher 
Will constrain us with his voice. 

But, in thought, we '11 see and hear him ; 

Hear him preaching — and anon 
Giving rich and lucid lectures 

On the ancient Book of Stone. 
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Xow, the fearless-souled reformer 
Stands before us in his might, 

And, in swift-winged thoughts and fervent 
He appeals for truth and right. 

" Why this waste of all that 's precious 
For the pleasures of the cup ? 
False as sin, this ancient * mocker/ 
I adjure you, give it up. 

" Drive it from your hearts and households. 
Ere it cloud the family hearth ; 
Up ! and drive it from our country 
And the face of God's fair earth." 

Next, the cultured man of letters. 
With his books — a goodly pile — 

Stands before us in his manhood 
With his genial, happy smile. 

In his singing robes we see him. 

And his music fills our ears, 
As we stand convulsed with laughter, 

Or subdued to tender tears. 

And we loved him as a singer. 

With his quaint and happy rhymes ; 

With his fervour, force, and freedom — 
Like the bards of former times. 
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He, the " Mearns Man " of mettle ; 

He, the " Peat Neuk Minstrel " she ; 
He, the gleg, sagacious " El'er " ; 

He, our Laureate of the Sea ! 

But his powers are still unfolding, 
Where the white-robed victors dwell ; 

In the sunshine of the " Kingdom," 
With the Lord he loved so well. 

Firm he stood amid the changes 

Of this age of wild unrest. 
With the life that is eternal 

Burning brightly in his breast. 

We will miss him in our city, 

With his tall and stalwart form ; 
With his ready help and counsel. 

With his heart so kind and warm. 

He is gone— our bright-browed brother — 

To the better, brighter shore ! 
But his influence is with us. 

And will last till time 's no more. 
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JANUAR' 25th. 

" 'T was then a blast o' Januar' win' 
Blew hansel in on Robin." 

Anither year o' weal an' wae has swiftly ta'en its 

flicht 
Since that eventfu', fatefu' day oor bard first saw the 

licht, 
Nae joy-bells rang their gladsome notes to wake the 

happy morn, 
An' tell aul' Scotland's sturdy sons a prince o' sang 

was born ; 
But Nature danced a new Strathspey, an' clapt her 

han's wi' joy. 
An' said, " Lat me be sponsor for this big-browed waly 

boy." 
An' Nature cheered his tender years wi' mony a lo'e- 

some treat, 
Syne tuned his hert to sang, an' laid her riches at 

his feet. 
** See here the siller streams," says she, "an' there the 

bonnie flo'ers. 
An' there the hills, an' dales, an' wuds, an' a' their 

wealth is yours ; 
An' see yer native maids an' youths, yer sonsy dames 

an' sires ; 
Ye '11 sing their simple joys an' waes while love yer 

bosom fires." 

Young Kobin gazed wi' glowin' een on Nature's won 

drous things, 
An' as he looks wi' ravished soul his hert enraptured 

sings ; 
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An* lo ! the rapture o* his soul concentres in his strains, 
An' hills, an* dales, an* wuds, an* streams ring back his 

sweet refrains ; 
The lowliest things he glorifies in measures rich an* 

strong, 
The vera throbs o* Nature's hert mak* music in his 

song ; 
Xoo, sweet emotion tunes his soul, experience gies the 

pitch. 
An* ilka chord o* human love grows vocal at his touch, 
The swellin* hert, the tender thocht, the yeamin*, fond 

desire 
In him find voice an* melody, fit fancy, grace, an* fire. 

His charter sang o' human richts he flings upon the 

breeze, 
An' soon his ringin' tones are heard owre continents 

an* seas ; 
He strikes the harp o' honest toil, o* manly sense and 

worth. 
An* lo ! "A Man *s a Man," though poor, re-echoes 

roon* the earth — 
God love him for that sturdy strain, wi* a* my hert, 

say I! 
'T will stir the souls o' honest men " till a' the seas 

gang dry.'* 
An* what sincerity o' soul within his bosom burns ! 
Hypocrisy an* sickly cant wi* witherin* scorn he spurns ; 
"The heart's the part," he bravely sings, "that mak's 

us richt or wrang," 
An' honest sense admits the force an* fitness o' his sang. 
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Dishonesty in a' its forms has felt his manly scorn, 
An' Cant, though still alive an' strong, has had his 
mantle torn. 

An' wha may gauge his tenderness, its width, its 

depth, an* heicht ? 
The lowliest creatures o' the earth were precious in 

his sicht ; 
The "cowrin'j timorous, sleekit" moose, turned frae 

its cosy nest, 
Evokes his sympathy, an' stirs his big, true-hertit 

breast : 
An' dinna a' God's creatures here noo hand within oor 

hert 
A warmer place since glorified by Robin's kindly airt ? 

An* what a wealth o' mirth w^s his ! When laughter 

fills his mooth. 
E'en Dool an' Care forget themselves, an' baud their 

sides, forsooth ; 
Wlia half sae fu' o' fun as he ? AVhase humour half 

as rich ? 
An' wha the chords e* happy glee can screw to sic a 

pitch ? 
An' then what laughter greets his mirth ! what rap- 
tures o' applause ! 
What waves o' catchin' merriment ! what herty, loud 

guffaws ! 
For caustic wit, for pawky fun, for fancies quaint an' 

queer, 
There ne'er was sic a bard as oors on a' this rock- 

ribb't sphere ; 
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An' tho' his humour sometimes kilts her kwites a 

kennin high, 
'T is only simple, honest fun that dances in her eye. 
Then, God be praised for Robin's gift, and for his 

wealth o' love ! 
They 've shed a glory owre oor land like sunshine frae 

above; 
They 've bound the herts o' men to men wi' strong 

fraternal ties ; 
They 've taucht 's to scan creation's range wi' clearer, 

kindlier eyes. 
A' honour to his glorious name ! His fame is fix't an' 

sure, 
His sangs will thrill tlie human hert while " A' the 

Airts " endure. 

-* — 

JANET MCKENZIE. 

Oh, Janefc was bonnie, an' Janet was gleg ! 

Her carriage was gracefu' an' gran', 
Her wallet o' wits was as fu' as an egg, 

But yet— there 's nae word o' a man. 
Noo, Janet M^as painfully conscious o' this. 

An' said in her hert she wad tak' 
The vera first ofier o' conjugal bliss 

A feasible body micht mak\ 

Janet was bonnie, an' Janet was braw, 
A comelier kimmer the licht never saw ; 
An' a'body ferlied nae callant ava 

Had buckled wi' Janet M*Kenzie. *^ 
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The parson was young, an' a stoot, strappin' chiel, 

Fast fillin' the pews o' the kirk ; 
An' burnin' was he wi' youth's fervour an' zeal, 

An' anxious an' willin' to work. 
He bossed a petition to Parliament Hoose 

For betterin' the hale o' mankin', 
An' Mac's ivied cottage he entered fu' croose, 

To get bonnie Janet to sign. 

Janet was bonnie, an' Janet was braw, 
A comelier kimmer the licht never saw ; 
The parson he ferlied nae callant ava 
Had buckled wi* Janet M*Kenzie. 

" How do, miss ? I 've just come," he said, wi' a blush, 

While scannin' her face wi' a smile, 
" I 've just come to ask you " — " Gweed gracious, sir, 
hush. 

Ye 've fairly come quick owre the stile ; 
Yer question 's sae sudden I 'm a' in a biz, 

The love-licht I saw in yer een — 
But speer at my father : I 'm a' that he hiz : 

If he '5 nae objections, I Ve neen." 

Janet was bonnie, an' Janet was braw, 
A comelier kimmer the licht never saw ; 
The parson, tho' staggered, was carried awa' 
To Blissland by Janet Ml^enzie. 

His noodle he scratched as he gazed on her charms, 

An' gaped as if ettlin* to pray ; 
At lang length the lassie he caucht in his airms, 
1 Aji' said, " Love, I '11 dee as ye say." 
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He speered at her daddy, an' got his consent, 

An' soon was the blithest o' men ; 
His Parly petition hung fire, or was tint, 

An' never was heard o* again. 

Janet was bonnie, an' Janet was braw, 
A comelier kimmer the licht never saw ; 
But noo she 's wooed an' married an' a', 
An' queen o' the manse at the Kirklan'. 
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GAVIN GWEEDSTOCK'S LAST SPKEE. 

The year three days had started on its journey. 
Three dingy, dribbly days, dark, dreich, an' cauld ; 

The bitin' winds that whistled doon Glenburnio* 
Our hapwarms probet to the inmost fauld. 

The trees were bare, save here an' there a leaf 
That bravely grippit to the parent bough ; 

Like houps that live, despite the care an' grief 
That chill an' wring the heart an' rack the brow. 

Glenburnie, ance the eerie haunt o' witches, 
O' warlocks, bogles, kelpies, ghaists, an' deils, 

But noo the disenchantin' city stretches 
Its arms o' stane aroon its braes an' biels. 



♦Glenbumie— A dark, eerie glen to the west of the city, familiarly 
spoken of as the " Den. " , 
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An' city lear an' city wyes, we ken, 

Are detrimental to the spirit life ; 
There's nae a bogle noo in a' the glen, 

Nor fay nor broonie, tho' they ance were rife. 

Lang fifty years ago, when young an* hale, 

Ere time had bleached my hair or seamed my brow. 

When these auld limbs o' mine were big an* fell, 
An' teuch an' supple as the hazel bough — 

The year was new, but three days in the market, 
The " mirth an' fun " were wearin' geylies by, 

An' heids and banes were sair, an' noses barket. 
An' een were bleared an' red an' craigs were dry — 

Some four or five o' 's had been fast caroosin' 
At Lucky Linty's in Exchequer Raw ; f 

Wi' jokes, an' toasts, an' spouts, an' sangs, an' newsin* 
The fleet-winged hours flew unco fast awa'. 

M*Kenzie's Act was a' unheard o' then, 

An' drouthy fouks could guzzle ear* an' late, 

!But then, as now, an empty pooch wad sen' 
The best o* billies forth to tak* the gate. 

'T was sae wi' us on that partik'lar nicht, 

Thl^ " wee, short hour " has chimed — oor funds are 
'^ nil ; 

Wliat jbho* oor spree is at its tapmaist heicht, 
Oor "hin'most groat has rung in Lucky's tilL 

tExcheauer Row— An ancient thoroughfare in our " braif toun." In 
olden times \t was the site of the National Exchequer. 
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Na, bless ye, Lucky widna tick 's a stoup : 
We'd tried ihat game afore, an* kent fu' weel 

In that direction there was nocht to houp, 
Sae we maun rise an' pairt, an' hameward " heel." 

To Lucky 's credit, let it here be stated. 
She aye advised us to gang doocely hame. 

Especially when our last bricht coins had mated 
Wi' kindred clink within her till — good dame ! 

Ah, Lucky Linty, I can see thee still ; 

Thy ample form in a' its portly grace. 
Thy corkscrew ringlets, tinged wi' grey, thy frill. 

An' rosy, broad, withal good-lookin' face. 

We bade " Gweed nicht," an' left the Raw behind, 
Oor heids were dizzy, an' oor steps unsteady ; 

Oh, Drink, thou witherin' curse o' humankind. 
By thee what gowks thy silly dupes are made 
aye! 

How great an* strong ilk billie thinks himsel' 
When fu' o' thee, thou last an' warst o' deils ; 

Life's giddy heichts he waly weel can scale. 
Their craggy steeps wi* darin' ease he speils. 

But, ah ! the mornin' wi' its dark eclipse — 
Whaur noo are a' his gran' air-built erections ? 

Alas ! there 's naething left but cracklin* lips, 
Heidaches, an' lowin' drouth, an' dour reflections. 
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The nicht was wild, but we were young an' bauld, 

As fu' o' valour as an egg o' meat ; 
A shrill nor'-eastern wind blew sharp an' cauld, 

An' filled our lugs an' ecu wi' clots o' sleet. 

AVhat then ! it couldna quench our fervent hearts ; 

But now the Crabstane 's:J: reached, an' pairt we 
maun, 
An' sae, wi' fond " Gweed nichts," each billie starts 

To wend his hameward wye as best he can. 

The sky was murky — neither moon'd nor star'd — 
The roads were slushy, dark, an' ill to keep — 

Our olden roads were neither smooth nor hard, 
But fu' o' ruts an' holes a leglen' deep. 

My way lay Wast, th^ ithers North an' South ; 

Alane, I 'm ploddin' on thro' sleet an' slush. 
An' eerie thochts o' figures quaint, uncouth. 

Across my min' in weird disorder rush. 

But still I knew these were but freaks o' fancy. 
An' hameward hied wi' mony a stite an' stum'le, 

Until I reached the Glen (that place unchancy), 
An' there, Gweed help 's, I got a fearfu' tum'le ! 

An aged tree that had withstood the blast 
0* mony a wintry blufFert's roarin' wrath. 

Had to their fierce assaults succumbed at last, 
An' lay in fa'en state across my path. 

iThe Crabstane — A historic stone near which some battles were 
fought in the " good old days." Craibstone Street derives its name from 
^* It is still to be seen. 
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It bein' dark as that Egyptian plague, 

An' I, ^^ gQj weel to live/' if nae quite drunk, 

Cam' thud against it wi' my foremost leg, 
An' fell wi' a' my micht across the trunk. 

My face play'd yark upon a muckle stane : 

" Ah me ! " thinks I, " the lamp o' life is smash'd ; " 

For myriad rays lit up my achin' brain, 
An' stars innumerable before me flash'd. 

They flash'd an' died, an' there I moanin' lay, 

Unfit to rise, or cry, or clearly think ; 
I tried to move, but couldna, then to pray. 

An' promised fervently to stop the drink. 



Just then a fearf u' something clutch'd my arm ; 

A dewy sweat, as cauld as winter's rime, 
Oozed frae my temples, an', in dread alarm. 

My heart left aff its action for a time. 

I thocht o' kelpies, bogles, ghaists, an' deils, 
An' conjured up the weirdest apparitions ; 

An' certes ! deils an' ghaists are awsome chiels 
Seen thro' the medium o' oor superstitions. 

Again that dreadfu' something tugs my sleeve, 
I upward glance in mortal fear, an' syne 

I see — oh, horror ! do my eyes deceive — 
Two fiery eyeballs glarin' into mine ! 
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" The Deil himser ! " thinks I ; " Gweed save my soul, 
Whate'ep this fiend may wi' my body do." 

What 's that ? A whine — a low, impressive howl, 
Gweed's mercy ! Rover, is it really you ? 

I fairly hugg'd him by the tousy neck, 

An' even kissed his honest hairy face ; 
The kindly brute, he whined, an' almost spake, 

To show how much he prized my fond caress. 

But Rover, laddie, I 'm in sair distress, 

An' ken nae how I '11 reach the family fauld ; 

To pass the nicht in this uncanny place 
Will be my certain death o' fear an' cauld. 

He listened anxiously to a* I said. 

An' winked, as if to say, " I understan'," 

An' syne he whisked the bonnet aff my head, 
An' wirr'd an' waved his tail, an' hameward ran. 

What need to tell how Rover roosed the hoose, 
An' how wi' help he did his steps retrack. 

An' how my father — worthy man an' dooce — 
Conveyed me hame upon his brawny back ; 

Or how I suffered for that foolish spree, 
How lusty youth prevailed, an' pu'd me through ; 

An' how since then I 've been a staunch T.T., 
An' how to that my vig'rous age is due. 
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ASYLUMS FOR SUFFERIN' BAIRNS. 

The bluebells are bonnie, the gow'nies are fair, 
The sweet-smellin' clover that perfumes the air, 
An' a' the dear wild flo'ers by loan an' by lea, 
Are bonnie an' blissfu' an' lo'esome to see ; 
But the best flo'ers on earth, as the hert quickly 

learns, 
To the fond mither's e'e, are her ain bonnie bairns. 

The notes o' the birdies, that float on the breeze ; 
The sang o' the win', as it souchs thro' the trees ; 
An' the lilt o' the burnie, sae wimplin' an' clear. 
Are bonnie, an' blissfu', an' lo'esome to hear ; 
But the best sang on earth, as wo a' may discern. 
To the fond mither's hert, is the craw o' her bairn. 

We grudge nae the great fouk their mansions an' 

wealth. 
While oor men are in wark an' oor bairnies in health ; 
Then a'thing gangs sweetly, an' smooth, an' serene. 
An' oor herts throb their thanks to the Goodness 

abeen ; 
But when "bad times" appear an' oor lambs are ta'en 

iU, 
God alane kens oor straits, we 're sae sair " putten 

till." 

When the bairnie we lo'e like oor life is laid doon. 
An' dwines like a frost-smitten lily in June, 
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It 's then, in the struggle for shelter an' breid, 

That the pinch comes to get bits o' things that we 

need; 
For doctors, an' drugs, an' sma' comforts, tho' few, 
Are mair than oor handicapped means will alloo. 

But noo, thank the Lord, there is succour at han', 
For Sick Children's Hospitals, comely an' gran'. 
Are blessed realities, fruitfu' an' fair, 
An' comfort, an' skill, an' compassion are there ; 
An' baimies are treated for ills o' ilk kin', 
Wi' every attention to body an' min'. 

God's blessin' descend, as there 's nae doot it will. 
On these gracious asylums o' kindness an' skill ; 
They 're growths an' they 're ootcomes o' Christ's holy 

love — 
They 're gifts o' the all-lovin' Father above. 

An' the sweet, saintly ladies, wi' souls a' aglow — 
Whase herts wi' God's ne'er failin' kindness o'erflow — 
May their white robes o' love never fade nor wax auld, 
For their love to the wee tender lambs o' the fauld ; 
For the best f ouk on earth, as the hert quickly learns, 
Are the fouk that are good to the peer, suffrin' bairns. 

! ye wha hae money, aneuch an' to spare, 
Withhaud nae yer goud for an object sae fair ; 
But cheerfully gie as yer means will afford — 
For they 're never the losers that len' to the Lord ; 
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He mayna repay you in silver an' gold, 
But in love for ymr love to the lambs o' his fold ; 
An' there 's naething on earth that humanity earns 
Like the blessin' that's theirs who are kind to the 
bairns. 



CHRISTMAS. 

At this gladsome Christmas time 
When the joy-bells sweetly chime ; 
When the hearts of men are kind, 
And high thoughts possess the mind ; 
A\Tien the angels' song of yore 
May be heard on earth once more ; 
AVhen goodwill and peace on earth 
Find an echo at each hearth ; 
And the shining stars above 
Seem to throb with Heaven's love — 
At a time so full of grace 
Let our hearts mankind embrace. 

Let us think of Him whose birth 
We commemorate on earth ; 
He whose life, heart, soul, and mind 
Was bequeathed to all mankind ; 
Who, we read, while here below. 
Went about with heart aglow, 
Blessing all to whom he came, 
But especially blessing them 
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Who were friendless and obscure, 
Toil-oppressed, diseased, and poor ; 
He to whom in Bethlehem 
With their presents wise men came; 
And their gifts in wonder laid 
On His lowly manger bed. 

Even so the wise to-day 

At His feet their talents lay. 

For, whatever their church or creed. 

All can feel and see indeed 

That the Christ still Godward leads 

Man with all his hopes and needs. 

Let us gird us with the love 
Of that radiant life above ; 
And with meekness, as 't is meet. 
Lay our offerings at His feet ; 
And with upright souls sincere 
Still advance His kingdom here ; 
Not by vain and empty show, 
But by hearts with life aglow ; 
Not by strife of jarring creeds. 
But by generous thoughts and deeds. 

Let us seek the good and true, 
Pledge our hearts to love anew. 
Honour all that's meek and lowly, 
Reverence all that 's high and holy ; 
And let all our earthly strife 
Be towards the nobler life. 
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LIGHT r THE MIRK. 

There are times when the min' grows weary an' dark. 

An' w^e sit wi' oor back at the wa', 
An' the lamp o' tliocht can get ne'er a spark 

To licht its wick wi' ava. 

It min's me aye o' a mirk, mirk nicht, 
Ooncheered by the bonnie white meen, 

When the sad win' sichs like a sair-souled wicht, 
An' never a starn is seen. 

An' the eerie souch o' the owlet's cry, 

An' the whirr o' the bat's rude wiug, 
But deepen the gloom o' the murky sky — 

Nae a glimmer o' cheer they bring. 

An' the leafless trees stan' gaunt an' bare, 

An' their shapes they seem to tine ; 
Like the formless fancies o' dool an' care 

That brood in the weary min'. 

But the stars are still where they used to be, 

Though the darkness intervene, 
An' hyne awa' owre the big, dark sea 

Shines the bonnie, white, silv'ry meen. 

An' we brawly ken that the darkest nicht 

Leads up to the dawn o' day, 
An' shadows an' darkness miaun a' tak' flicht 

When the reid sun says — Away ! 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



72 OOTLINE SKETCH A HOOSEHOLD. 

An' we dimly see wi' oor inner sicht, 

Tho' oor faith hae a muckle lack, 
That the soul o' licht 's in the mirkest nicht 

That e'er on the earth lay black. 

We ken when the big, black cov'rin' 's spread, 
That the spirit o' rest comes doon ; 

An' the min's dark nicht, were it richtly read, 
Is dootless a gracious boon. 

Let 's trust in peace the Creator's plan, 

Tho' oonable to pray or sing ; 
For we 're ane an' a' in oor Father's han', 

Whatever may come or giug. 

^ 

OOTLINE SKETCH O' A HOOSEHOLD. 

The bonnie fir wud waves aboon 

The scene o' Willie's lot. 
An' Benachie looks* smilin' doon 

Upon the sacred spot. 

The hoosie wi' its hamely thatch 
Stands smilin' on the brae, 

An' a' 'ts belongin's seem to match 
The shinin' licht o' day. 

An' aye there 's rowth o' welcome there, 
An' words o' herty cheer ; 

There 's love and music in the air 
At bonnie Fetternear. 
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It 's Sunday morniu', ever dear, 

The morn o* peace an' rest ; 
An' a' the baii*ns are gathered here, 

Within the parent nest. 

The blessin' 's socht, the breakfast 's deon, 

An', ere the books come ben, 
I *ll introduce them ane by ane, 

In language brief an' plain. 

There 's Charlie, noo a dad himsel', 

But jist run up to see 
Gin a' the fowk at hame are weel, 

An' join their crack a wee. 

He 's, as ye see, a strappin' chiel, 

Wi' earnest, thochtfu' face, 
An' diligent an' rinnin' weel 

In life's stiif, tryin' race. 

There 's Jeannie, wi' her deep, clear eon 

An' merry, lauchin' mou'. 
An* dimpled cheeks, an' cherry chin. 

An' bonnie, shinin' broo. 

There 's royet Jim, his dad's richt han', 

A merry lad an' free ; 
He '11 shortly be a cheery man, 

Bung fu* o* life an' glee. 
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An' neist we Ve Willie, frae the toon- 

A thinkin' callant Will, 
Wi' lots o' grist within his croon 

To feed the mental mill. 



It 's richt to think concemin* things, 

To question fac's and forms. 
E'en tho' it dootless aften brings 

Wild inner strifes an' storms. 

Let *s seek the truth an' hand it fast. 

The storm preceeds the calm, 
An' ilka blast will turn at last 

Into a blissful psalm. 

An' there she sits my winsom' lass, 

Sae bonnie an' sae bien ! 
That 's Annie, whom the angels kiss, 

While wingin' past unseen. 

There 's Frank, he 's growin' strong an' big. 

An' handy, spick an' span ; 
He ca's a horse, an' on the rig 

He works like ony man. 

There 's blithesome Ike, an' knacky Lil', 

An' Ev'nie neist his da'. 
An' lauchin', loupin', little Nell, 

The floorie o' them a'. 
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An* there the happy mither sits 

Wi' couthy, comely grace, 
An' mark the sunny smile that flits 

Upon her kinly face. 

God's sunshine wreathin' on her broo 

Bespeaks her better pairt, 
An' in her breist there beats a true, 

Leal, lovin', mither's hert. 

An' last, not least, the worthy sire 

Sits doucely in his chair. 
An' in his een love's tender fire 

Is burnin' bricht an' clear. 

Keen, intellectual, sharp, an' shrewd ; 

His cheery, happy face 
Eeflects an honest hert an' good. 

Endowed wi' heaven's grace. 

He 's prood, gAveed man, an' sae he mny, 

To see his family big 
A' gathered roon' his hearth this day, 

Wise, wardle-like, an' trig. 

An' noo the sacred page we read. 

An' noo a psalm we raise, 
An' noo we kneel an' boo the heid, 

An' noo the father prays. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



76 "LEAD, KINDLY LIGHT." 

He pleads for a' 's we ocht to pray, 
An* asks the Lord to keep 

Us a' in virtue's shinin' way, 
Tho' sometimes stiff an' steep ; 

An' then when a' life's cares are past, 
Oor several pathways trod, 

To re-unite us a' at last 
Aroon'.the Throne o' God. 

'T is human wisdom's pairt to bow 
To Heaven's gracious micht, 

An' happy are the herts, I trow, 
That seek the Lord aricht. 



*'LEAD, KINDLY LIGHT." 

He is gone, the saintly Newman, 
**To the rest that shall endure," 

And we mourn a good and true man — 
Lowly, beautiful, and pure. 

Though his creed was dark and olden. 
Full of shadows of the night. 

Yet his life was bright and golden. 
Full of sweetness and of light. 

He is o'er death's darksome river. 
And " the angel faces smile," 

And the friends are his for ever 
Whom he " loved and lost a while." 



A MITHER'S THOCHTS. 

And the "Kindly Light'' that led him 
To the happy shores above, 

Now has graciously arrayed him 
In the shining robes of love. 

But though God has thus bereft us 
Of a life so pure and bright, 

Yet his influence is left us — 

We have still his " Kindly Light." 

Then, Oh, lead us, kindly Father, 
Let us neither stray nor roam, 

And at last Thy children gather 
In Thine own eternal home. 



A MITHER'S THOCHTS, 

God gave us a flower frae His garden above, 

A tender wee flow'ret to cherish an' love ; 

An' oh ! it was bonnie, an' lo'esome, an' fair, 

An' we tended an' lo'ed it wi' heart-burnin' care. 

But heaven's best blossoms are delicate flo'ers, 

An' they seem nae to thrive in this warld o' oors ; 

For a wee in our gift we rejoiced an' were glad, 

But it withered an' drooped, an', ah me ! we were sad ; 

An' the God o' a' grace sent an angel o' love 

To tak' it again to His garden above, 

An' never again will it wither an' dwine. 

For it blooms in the rays o' affection divine. 
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A brief, happy season, sweet Sidney, was ours, 

To usward the fairest an^ rarest o' flowers ; 

We loved him, an* felt that to us had been given 

The tenderest gift o' our Father in heaven ; 

An' we saw in the licht o' his saft, azure eyes 

A glimpse o' the love that looks doon frae the skies ; 

An' we hoped an' we dreamed that his life would unfold 

Gifts greater an' better than silver an' gold. 

But 't was nae to be, for the dread angel came. 
An' told us the Father was takin' him hame ; 
That He only had lent us His angel a while 
That our souls micht expand in his sweet, sunny smile ; 
That Ho sent Him to win frae 's oor heart's richest 

love, 
An' bear it awa' to the regions above. 
An' noo he 's wi' God, an' our heart's love is there. 
An' to meet him again is our soul's hope an' prayer. 



WISDOM. 

" Counsel is mine, and sound wisdom."— Pror. viii. 14. 

Lo ! Wisdom stands in the market-place 
Wi' liis bricht broo braid an' high— 

The glow o' health on his thochtfu' face 
An' fire in his earnest eye. 

He speaks alood to the careless crood, 

He ettles wi' counsels wise, 
Wi' metaphors cogent, apt, an' shrewd 

To open their mental eyes. 
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He speaks o' the slipp'ry doonward path 

That leads to the regions drear, 
Where nat'ral laws, wi' pitiless wratli, 

Claim damage for insults here. 

But the careless crood pays little heed 
To good Wisdom's warnin' tones — 

Some lauch at his simple, truthfu' creed 
Some greet it wi' grunts an' groans. 

But still he scatters his precious seed 

Wi' a radiant, hopef u' smile ; 
Some grains, at least, he kens, will come speed, 

An' fa' upon fruitfu' soil. 

He tells them how Folly, gross an' grim, 

Bleers oot at his glarin' door, 
An' vaunts o' pleasures that never dim. 

Contained in his splendid store. 

" Come hither," he cries, an' his leerin' eyes 

Are fu' o' a balefu' licht, 
" Partake o' the sweets my mansion supplies — 

They 're pleasant to taste an' sicht. 

"I've liquors," says he, "in this mansion o' mino 
Gies spirit an' life to the dull ; 
A generous draucht o' my rosy wine 
Gies wit to the numbest skull. 
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*' I 've beers an' brandies o' ilka kin', 
An' jolly good maintain dew — 
A beverage approved by the Dingwall Divine, 
Wha scourges yer teetotal crew ; 

*' A man o' the sturdy Conservative type, 
Wha bravely adheres to his creed, 
An' canna agree wi' ilk rational gype 
Wha chooses to rail at a * bead.' 



' Come hither ! come hither ! an' revel wi' me, 

Drink deep o' my present bliss ; 
Anither life there may never be, 
Sae let 's be merry in this." 

Thus Folly tempts wi' his sensual smile 

An' his subtle, showy snares ; 
Bat the wise can see thro' 's wicked wiles, 

An' look on his hidden sairs. 

I, Wisdom, tell ye his glairin' ha', 
Tho' the front be gilded an' fine. 

Has a door at the back that leads awa' 
To regions o' dool an' pine. 

He vaunts o' pleasures that never dim — 

Sic pleasures he canna gie ; 
His fairest are worthless, grey, an' grim. 

Looked at throu;;h a wise man's e'e. 
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He disna mention, the leerin' tyke, 

The scenes o' the ither side ; 
He 'd rather ye kenn'd nae what they 're like, 

But, wat ye ! they winna hide. 

There 's bloated bodies an' palsied limbs. 

An' rags, an' squalor, an' filth, 
Eed noses, an' een wi' ugly rims, 

An* a'thing but comfort an' health. 

Withoot the pale, but within the shade, 

0' this tow'rin' grim retreat, 
Some flo'ers o' virtue maun droop an' fade 

For want o' the licht an' heat. 



Lovin' an' faithfu' mithers an' -vvives. 

In shade o' this low'rin' pile, 
Are doomed to wretched an' loveless lives 

0' endless trouble an' toil. 

An' bairnies, fresh frae the hand o' God, 
Are wranged frae the verra womb. 

By shades that reach frae this cursed abode 
An' pitiless owre them loom. 

Then, roose ye, men, frae yer careless sleep. 
Look these things straicht in the face ; 

King Folly's fitfa's are broad and deep, 
Sae shun them by Heaven's grace. 
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Beware o' his subtle, soulless snares — 
His pleasures hollow an' false ; 

They furrow the soul wi' deathless cares, 
And fever the spirit pulse. 

The only pleasures that never dim, 
God's Wisdom alone supplies : 

He '11 fill yer wants to the verra brim 
Wi' something that never dies. 

Then, men, for your own an' brethren's sake, 

Let us frustrate Folly's wiles ; 
His with'rin' power let us strive to break. 

An' stifle his leerin' smiles. 

Let 's Christ-like strive for the human race, 

An' point to the golden goal. 
Which God in His boundless love an' grace 

Hands oot to the earnest soul. 

* 

EEMEMBEK THE POOR. 

Oh, do not sleep while others weep. 

Ye who have gold to spare ; 
Look out and see the misery 

Prevailing everywhere. 

Ye surely know that Want and Woe 
Are stalking through the land ; 

That young and old, for lack of gold, 
Are falling by their hand. 
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That men once proud, now in the shroud 

Of night for bread appeal ; 
For " weans " and wife, for precious life, 

Compelled to beg or steal. 

Cold, haggard Want, with visage gaunt, 

Has Scotland in his grasp, 
And who can bear his hungry glare, 

Or stand his icy clasp. 

The wails and sighs that pierce the skies, 

And reach the Father's ear, 
Wrung forth by need, are sad indeed. 

And pitiful to hear. 

But God, who knows men's wants and woes 

Does all things for the best, 
And good from ill deduces still, 

Though sceptics fail to trace 't. 

Such times call forth the sterling worth 

Of all endowed with grace ; 
And souls asleep awake and weep. 

And seek their Father's face. 

But men should know these times of woe 

Were never meant by God ; 
'T is erring man perverts his plan, 

And thus incurs the rod. 
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'T is true the just whiles kiss the dust, 
While guilty ones go free ; 

Nor you nor I know how or why 
Such trying things should be.. 

But this we know, that here below 
God wants men to have faith ; 

To trust Him still, through good and ill, 
In darkness and in death. 

The why and how are hidden now. 
But when life's battle 's won. 

All things concealed will be revealed 
Beyond the circling sun. 

All praise to those who never close 
Their hearts to Mercy's call ; 

A shining prize beyond the skies 
Awaits them one and all. 



TO MERRIE— A DOGGIE. 

Nog, baud ye there, wee tricky Merrie ! 
Ou ay, ye 're in an unco hurry 
To chase peer Jecky to his cagie 
An' mak' believe ye 're in a ragie. 
But shut yer gab noo— nae a wordie — 
Ye mauna bark an' fear the birdie ; 
The birdie 's jist as gweed as you — 
Ye dinna think it ? But it 's true. 
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The birdie cheers us wi' his singin', 
An' keeps the hoose wi* music ringin' ; 
But you — nae maitter foo we treat ye — 
Ye cou'dna sing a sang an' sheet ye. 
Ye 're jist as daft's a haflin' puppy — 
Be quaet, will ye ! Far 's the f uppy ? 
Ay, noo ye '11 fawn an' wag yer tailie, 
An' mak' obeisance on yer belly, 
An' wink, an' look as wise an' sage 
As some fowk twenty times yer age. 
Weel, weel-a weel than, cock yer luggies, 
Nae doot yer jist like ither doggies — 
Cats, cats ! that pits you on your mettle, 
You 'd pussy's hashie quickly settle — 
At least, you 'd hae us to believe that, 
But f egs ! 't wad settle you— a stieve cat. 
Ay, ay, ye 're lookin' byous smirk noo, 
Wi' lugs erect, without a lirk noo. 

An' een aflame, as if they hurled 
Defiance to a' the pussy world. 

Fat 's that ? a laich inverted growlie ; 

Noo, arena ye an eager soulie ? 

But far 's the pussy cats ? ye *re speerin' ; 

I doot ye 've got an April erran'. 

But failin' them ye '11 hae a tussle 

Wi' Tib's braw, patent, Sunday bustle ; 

Ay, shak' it up, ye tricky brat, 

An' wurr as gin it war a rat. 

But baud ye noo ! tak' something orra : 

Ye '11 tear 't to bits, ye little sorra ! 

An' then, mayhap, ye'U hae to suffer, 

An' I '11 be lectured for 't, ye duffer ! ^ , 
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Ay, stretch yersel' upon the ruggie, 
An' be a dooce an' decent doggie. 
13ut, Merrie, ye 're like bigger folk, 
In workin' oot their little joke, 
They aft fun's lawfu' measures double 
An' get into a sea o' trouble. 
Nae doot yer bickerin' sense o' fun 
llesembles some that sense in man ; 
The life that fills that hert o' thine 
Maun be akin to that in mine. 
We 're a' akin to ane anither — 
Gweed's fiat strings us a' thegither ; 
Wi' kinship touches a' oor natur's. 
That we micht feel for itlier creatur's, 
As He, e'en when we 're wayward roguies, 
Lo'es ane an' a' o' 's — men an' doggies. 



ABRAHAM'S SACKIFICE. 

" A.BRAHAM, Abraham," said a Voice frae the lift, 

" That son o' yer age is a muckle-prized gift ; 

An' noo, your devotion an' temper to pruve, 

Ye '11 sacrifice Isaac, the laddie ye love." 

** Yea, Lord," said the Patriarch, strong i' the faith, 

" I '11 e'en gie my son to the darkness o' death." 

Then Abraham raise at the dawnin' o' day. 
An' saddled his ass, an' prepared for the way ; 
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The sticks for the offrin' were broken an' bun' ; 
A pair o' young callants an' Isaac, his son, 
lie tells to prepare for a spell o' the road. 
An' journey wi' him to the mountain o' God. 

His thochts as they travel we only can guess. 
But, dootless, at times they 'd be something like this: — 
** It 's hard, oh, it 's hard, wi' my laddie to pairt ! 
Wha, Gweed kens, has got sic a grup o' my hcrt ; 
An' foo sic a thing is required 'neath the sun 
I canna imagine — but Gweed's will be done. 

" Gweed gied me this son, an' He taucht me to luve, 
An' my hert 's like to burst — but my faith He maun 

prove. 
Ah me ! Is the sun o' my trust gaein' doon 
That I' m ettlin' to question the Gweedness aboon ? 
Am I sure, though, that voice was the Lord's, the 

Maist High ? 
Or was it a dream, a delusion, a lie ? 
Gweed Lord, a' sic thochts frae my soul chase awa', 
An' I '11 try to obey though my hert brak' in twa." 

The hill o' the terrible ordeal i^ reached ; 

The altar is biggit, the victim is stretched ; 

An' Abraham's knife, though his hert 's bleedin' sair, 

Is laised wi' a flash in the horrified air. 

A moment o' deep an' unspeakable woe. 

The knife gleams on high, an' it fa's not, for, lo ! 
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A sun flaucht frae Heaven, a Voice frae the sky- 
Rings clear in his soul, an* he hears the Maist High 
Sayin', " Abraham hurt nae the laddie ye lo*e ; 
Yer faith test depends on obedience noo, 

*' An' see ! in this thicket o' brambles an* thorns 
A ram has been caucht an* held fast by the horns ; 
Unbin* ye the laddie, the innocent lamb. 
An* stretch on your altar this big horned ram.** 

The sunsheen o* heaven streamed doon frae abeen, 
Reflected it shone in the father*s glad een ; 
The voice o* Jehovah he quickly obey*d, 
An* gladly, devoutly, the sacrifice made. 
Thus Abraham*8 faith in the dark days of old 
Was tried in the furnace and proved to be gold. 

That ram was the teep o' a cruel misbelief, 

The cause o' much trouble, an* mischief, an' grief ; 

The thicket in whilk it was caucht for the death 

A strong interlacin* o* reason and faith ; 

The altar frae whilk in fierce flame it went hence. 

The God-ordained altar o* gweed common-sense. 

An' faith has been aye, an' maun always remain, 
A willin' response to the highest we ken ; 
Faith leads us at last to bricht truth's shinin' goal, 
If we* 11 hear what the Lord has to say to our soul. 
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JAMESONFS* AULD HOOSE. 

We 'll miss the auld hoose wi' its toweries an' turrets, 
The painter's abode near the fit o* Schoolhill ; 

We 11 miss the wee windows an' quaint-lookin' garrets, 
An' wish our auF frien' had been spared to us still. 

I 've kent the aul' biggin' sin' first I could toddle. 
Sustained by a hand that was " tender an' true ; " 

An' aften I puzzled my puir little noddle, 
To fathom the mystery o' aul' things an' new. 

'T was little I kent o' the workin's o' Natur', 
Tho' byous for speirin' queer things, I am tauld, 

An' bein' a pryin', inquisitive cratur', 

I marvelled hoo hooses an' folk could grow auld. 

I thocht that stane hooses should stand in defiance 
O' Time wi' its wrinkles for aye an' a day ; 

Till taucht by the Book an' the teachin's o' science, 
That a'thing at last maun succumb to decay ; 

That 's a'thing composed o' material atoms. 
Be 't mansions palatial, or hamely abodes. 

Big brutes wi' their strength, ay, or globes wi' their 
stratums, 
Or man wi' his min' in the likeness o' God's. 

* George Jamesone, the famous portrait painter. Bom 1587, at 
SchoohiU, Aberdeen ; died at Edinburgh, 1644. 
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But thanks for the houp that the min' is immortal, 
That Time canna touch 't wi* his rock-crumblin' 
han' ; 

That Death, as he stands by his dark-looking portal, 
But opens the yett to a far better Ian*. 

An* sae wi* the hoose o* our famed portrait painter ; 

Was he nae the soul o* this aul'-fashioned pile ? 
An' still he 's alive frae circumf rence to centre 

O' sea circled Britain, our much-favoured isle. 

For fully three cent'ries this comely aul' biggin' 
Has graced wi' its presence our grey granite toon ; 

We lo'ed the quaint structure frae basement to riggin', 
An' sadly lament that it needs maun come doon. 

I think o' the worthies, fame-laurell'd for ever, 
Whose genius a glory around it has cast, 

Whose names breathe a heart-bracin' fragrance that 
never 
Can perish while memory bauds on by the past. 

Young Byron* the fervent, brave-hearted, God-gifted, 
Look'd aft on its wa's as he passed to the skweel ; 

An' Beattiet, the Minstrel, has aften uplifted 
His fine classic face to its turrets as weel. 



*Lord Kyron in his early days attended the old Grammar School 
for some time ; the hill, of course, derives its name from this ancient 
6eat of learninjr. 

t Dr. Beattie, author of " The Minstrel," Ac. 
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An' stout Dr. Johnson* that man o' much learnin', 
Ance gazed wi' delight on its wee-windowed face ; 

An' Boswellt, his frien', lookin' shrewd an' discernin', 
Was there to tak' notes o' whate'er micht tak' place. 

But why mak' a sang o' the names, bricht an' shinin', 
The fate o' this famous aid' biggin' reca's ; 

'T wad tak' me frae noon till the day was declinin' 
To merely rhyme owre them wi' notes o' applause. 

There 's Thom J, the loom weaver, wha warbled f u' 
finely ; 

An' Longmuir§, wha sang o' the big swellin' sea ; 
An' Fertile Forsyth II too, wha sung sae divinely 

That sad lamentation " Kinreen o' the Dee." 

An' Anderson II — Willie — gleg, pawky, an' racy — 

Wha has nae heard tell o' " Jean Findlater's Loon "? 
An' Knight" wha could sing like the young son o' Jesse, 
A callant wi' talents an' wit in his croon. 

Wi' editors, doctors, an' lawyers, an' preachers 
O' splendid attainments, we 've surely been blest ; 

0' brave-browed reformers, an' clear-minded teachers, 
We 've likewise a goodly an' glorious list. 

* Dr. Samuel Johnson, of lexicon fame. 

t James Boswell, author of " The Life of Dr. Johnson." 

i William Thorn, author of the ** Mitherless Bairn," &c. 

§Bev. Dr. Longmuir, author of "The Bards of the Bible," "Ocean 
Lays," Ac. 

IT William Forsyth, author of "Idylls and Lyrics," Ac, for many 
years Editor of the Aberdeen Journal. 

II William Anderson, author of "Rhymes, Reveries, and Reminis- 
cences." 

• William Knight, author of " Twa Nichts at Yule," Ac. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



92 A THANK OFFERING. 

But noo the auF hoose wi^ its links o' connection, 
Stands waitin' its change wi^ a calm peacefu' mien ; 

But we Ul mind on 't for lang, like the fond recollection 
O' ane that we lo'ed weel — an aul* trusty frien'. 

An', frien's, be we commonplace, gawket, or gifted, 
Whatever our station in life, let us feel 

That it 's grand sae to live while we 're here that, when 
shifted, 
We '11 leave happy memories behind us as weel. 



A THANK OFFERING. 

Thank God for His spring, wi' its sunshine an' 

showers, 
Its buds an* its blossoms, its leaves an' its flowers ; 
An' birdies that sing wi' sic hert-throbbin' glee, 
An' bonnie young lammies that dance on the lea. 

Oh ! sweet to the soul is the sunshine o' spring ; 
It enters the hert an' compels ye to sing. 
An' see in ilk blossom a pledge o' the love 
An' fatherly care o' the Goodness above. 

They 're winsome an' cheerin' — the sweet-lippet flooers 
That spring frae the breist o' this aul' earth o' oors ; 
An', then, what a sense o' the bonnie we see 
In the thocht that conceived them an' caused them to 
be! 
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The dear little gow'nies ! the darlings o' a', 
Wi' their wee herts o' gowd an' their petals o' snaw ; 
How calmly an' sweetly they speak to the mind 
0' a'thing that 's bonnie an' peacef u' an' kind 1 

They speak, as serenely they rise frae the clod, 
O' beauty, an' duty, an' heaven, an' God ; 
Their mission o' love is, hoo meekly they tell 's. 
To mak' us as bonnie an' pure as themsel's. 

An', then, there 's the buttercups, bonnie an' bricht, 
That glisten like gowd in the sun's kindly licht. 
An' nod their sweet croons as they wave in the breeze 
To the birdies that sing overheid in the trees. 

God's dear little minstrels, how sweetly they sing ! 
Their breists like to birst wi' the blessin's o' spring ; 
What transports o' gladness the wee hertie kens 
That thrills an' that throbs wi' sic rapturous strains ! 

The beauties o' God are beyond find in' oot : 
E'en here He has wealth we ken naethin' aboot ; 
An' think what we yet baith may see an' may hear, 
Wi' senses enlarged, in a wealthier sphere ! 

^ — 



A SPIRITED LOVER. 

Ae dreary, dark, December nicht a reckless wicht set 

oot 
To see his frien's, the callant said — his sweetheart 

never doot. 
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His limbs were strong, his heart was stout, an' fu' o' 

youthfu' fire : 
" A tig," he said, *' for darksome road, for dyke, an' 

ditch, an' mire ! 
At witches, warlocks, bogles, deils, an' siclikc trumph 

I laugh"; 
An' sayin' which, wi' dauntless hert an' reekin' pipe, 

he 's afF. 
The north winds smote his ruddy face, the rain his 

garments drench'd. 
But Sandy buttoned up his coat, nor for a moment 

flinched. 
Along the road he bravely strode for twa lang, weary 

miles, 
An' noo the licht o' Lucky's shop he dimly sees, an' 

smiles. 
'* Gweed life, it 's cauld ; I 'm oot o' spunks ; I 've ta'en 

a nasty dwam ; 
I '11 get a box at Lucky's soon, an', f egs, I '11 try a 

dram, 
An' tak' a dribble in my pooch — Jean's father likes a 

taste ; 
It 's wondrous hoo it paves the wye, a mou'fu' o' the 

*be3t."' 
He got his spunks, a " Donal' " too, an' drank it aff 

wi' zest, 
Jean's father's " drap " — a bottle big — his oxter-pooch 

encased. 
Ance mair he tak's the waefu' road, an' noo it 's dark 

an' dreich ; 
The rain comes down in blusterin' showers, tlie north 

winds groan an' skreich, 
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But hero-herted Sandy tramps wi' a' his fiery force, 
An' tells the surly, roarin' winds to scream until 

they 're hoarse. 
But ah ! the " DonaF " dies apace, the fierce winds 

pierce him through ; 
He feels the bottle in his breast, an' thraws his 

wat'rin' mou'. 
He stops resolved. He tries the cork— a pech, a 

gratefu' clunk ! 
He then imbibes a hasty draught an' briskly stricks a 

spunk — 
Impregnable, resumes his way without a single care. 
But ah ! his steps are feebler noo ; his fancy floats in air : 
He sees his Jean a blushin' bride, anon a thrifty wife ; 
A cottage fu' o' lusty weans, an' worldly blessin's rife ; 
He sees himsel' a thrivin' man, wi' weel-filled paunch 

and purse ; 
He sees — he tumbles owre a stane, an' vents an angry 

curse ! 
**Whaur's a' the stars," he next exclaims; "their 

clock maun be run oot, 
Or else they 've closed their blinkin' een — they '11 nap 

at times, nae doot. 
But see, it 's growin' clearer noo ! where am I, wad 

ye think ? 
I 've aye the bottle in my pooch, I 'm nane the waur 

o' drink ; 
An' what 's the time ? my watchie 's here, I '11 strick 

a spunk an' look ; 
But, meantime — loshtie me, I'm dry! — I'll hae 

anither sook." 
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The moon looks thro' a murky clood, amid the 

drizzlin' rain, 
An' Sandy's cravin* craig admits the thief to steal his 

brain. 
His nether lip begins to twitch, his een to glint an' roll ; 
His bonnet on the eemost hack itsel' seems drunk an' 

droll. 
Noo seated on the luckless stane owre which he 

chanced to fa'. 
He tries to tune his cutty pipe, determined for a 

**blaw"; 
But, ah ! his cutty winna work ; the spunks are coorse 

an' damp, 
An' Sandy micht as weel hae tried to licht it at the 

pump. 
" Plague on the spunks ! " he warmly said. "They re 

jist a perfect cheat — 
Hiccup! That's been an' awfu' nicht o' darkness, 

win', an' weet. 
But there 's the moons — it 's droll I ne'er took note o' 

that afore. 
Folk speak as if there were but ane ; I see at least a 

score. 
An' what a stars ! but, hoolie there ! the wuds are 

whirlin' roun', 
An', see ! the muckle, clumsy hills are dancin' wi' the 

moon; 
The trees an' dykes are racin' past, like lichtnm' 

rubbed wi' oil ; 
An', save us ! yon 's the deil himsel' o'erloupin' Kirky's 

stile!" 
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Here Sandy gied a backward start, his balance fairly 

tint, 
An', knappin 's heid upon a stane, he lay there in a 

faint ; 
But still he saw the deil draw near, an' twitch him by 

the nose, 
While bogles an' unearthly ghouls commence to prick 

his toes ; 
Pale vampires suck his freezin' blood, hobgoblins draw 

his teeth. 
Grim beldames in his pantin' breast for needles find a 

sheath ; 
Gaunt, fleshless, grim, unearthly forms gloat owre 't 

wi' awf u' zest ; 
Black, sooty fiends, wi' cloven hoofs, dance jigs upon 

his breast. 
Anon the witches snatch him up, an' tear him thro' 

the air ; 
Owre rugged, rocky mountain tops they drag him by 

the hair ; 
Again he 's pitched frae tow'rin' heights deep down in 

sulph'rous lakes. 
An' preyed upon by scaly fiends an' slimy things like 



But noo he grasps a monster hook — he 's landed on 

the shore, 
An' then he gies three gratefu' groans, rolls owre, an' 

dreams no more. 
Need I explain how he awoke ere dawn's grey streaks 

had spread. 
An' struggled hard to recollect, an' pressed his achin' 

head; 
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An' how the empty bottle failed to quench his burnin' 

thirst. 
An' how he socht the nearest brook, an' drank till 

like to birst ; 
How after that he hameward hied, resolving— let 's 

suppose — 
Ne'er to be fooled by drink again — but here my 

rhyme maun close. 
'T is useless here to moralise, when those who run may 

see 
And read the moral o' my sketch : Avoid tlie barley 

bree. 
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LITTLE CHAELIE. 

My thoughts are sad, my heart is full, 

My soul is sore dismayed ; 
Our home and hearth are bare and dull — 

Dear, little Charlie 's dead. 

No more his bonnie, sparkling eyes 

Will smile into my own ; 
But what avail our sobs and sighs, 

Since little Charlie 's gone. 

No more he '11 crow with childish glee, 

Nor nestle in my breast ; 
Would God had left my child to me — 

But God knows what is best. 
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His sweet, attractive smile no more 

Will 'lure me to his side, 
Until we reach the shining shore, 

Beyond life's troubled tide. 



A SUNBEAM AND A BLOSSOM. 

A SUNBEAM shone, like an angel's smile, 
On our happy home for a little while ; 
But a darksome cloud shut out the light, 
And our golden sunbeam passed from sight. 

A tender flow'ret — a gift from God — 
Again was sent to our glad abode ; 
But chilling November, cold and grey. 
Withered our blossom and took it away. 

The ways of God are strange and deep. 
We only can bow to His will and weep ; 
For we know in the depths of our aching breast 
That the Source of all wisdom knoweth best. 

Father of all, we will trust Thy grace ! 
Our simbeam shines in a brighter place. 
Our flower in the fairer fields above 
Now blooms in the light of eternal love. 
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RECOLLECTIONS. 

When the heather bells were bloomin', 
An* the leaves were on the trees, 

An' the simmer sweets perfumin' 
Ilka balmy, fragrant breeze, 

Then I roved amang the mountains 

Wi' a hert as licht as air, 
An' I mused by crystal fountains 

Unapproached by wrinklin* care. 

But, alas ! for earthly pleasures. 
For they pass like simmer sho'ers ! 

An', alas ! for earthly treasures. 
For they fade like autumn flo'ers ! 

Baith the kin'ly-herted folkies. 
At whose happy, Highlan' hearth 

We were always made sae welcome, 
Xoo are passed awa' frae earth. 

Oh, it mak's me heavy herted. 
An* my bosom throbs wi' pain. 

When I think hoo blythe we pairted 
Wi' a " Haste ye back again ! " 

But they 've left us noo for ever. 
An' we needs maun sich an' sigh, 

Tho' we ken they 're owre the river 
To the sunny shores on high. 
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But I feel within me stirrin' 

Sunny memories bricht an' kin', 
An' their spinnin' wheels are whirrin' 

In the echoes o' my min'. 

An' I hear their kin'ly voices, 

An' I see their couthy eyes, 
As my soul triumphant rises 

To the hame abeen the skies. 

They are wi' the angels spinnin' 

Shinin' reels o' spotless white, 
An* their lives are jist beginnin' 

In the blissfu' realms o' light. 



INDEPENDENCE 

" The man's the gowd for a' that."— £«/7W. 

A " PENNY " laid by for the mirk, rainy day 
Is surely a nest-egg richt pleasant to hae ; 
There 's naething sae gallin' to men o' some soul 
As bein* dependent on charity's dole. 

I ken there are some, wi' their back at the wa', 

That canna save aucht o' their earnings ava ; 

Gweed help them, and bless them, an' mak' them His 

care, 
Maun surely be a'body's hert-wish an' prayer. 
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But then there are mony that something could hain 
Wha foolishly squander ilk maik that they gain, 
An' then in the mirk day o' trial an' grief 
They Ve naething to trust in but doles o* relief. 

Sic charities gall them at first, little doot. 
But soon independence gets sapped at the root ; 
The spirit o' sturdy endeavour is crushed ; 
The manhood within them is stifled an' hushed. 

There 's nocht on this big, rowin' earth 'neath the sun 
Than a fate sic as this we should try mair to shun ; 
'T is the drear dissolution o' much that is best 
An' maist to be honoured in man's throbbin' breast. 

Whate'er may be wrang let us strive to pit richt ; 
Let 's wirk wi' a purpose, and wirk wi' oor micht ; 
May the spirit that breathed in oor fathers of yore 
Be still found in us to the hert's inmaist core. 



IN MEMORIAM--A. W. 

He left us bright and happy, 

In the strength of manhood's prime ; 

And they brought him crushed and dying, 
In a few brief hours of time. 

Now we mourn the tender father, 
Loving husband, faithful friend ; 

But we know the Lord will gather 
All His children at the end. 
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And our faith looks up to Heaven, 

And we breathe a fervent prayer, 
That to us 't will yet be given. 

At life's close, to meet him there. 



IS LIFE WORTH LIVING? 

Is life worth living ? What a senseless question ! 

As if it were a thing within our option. 
Life was not given to us at our suggestion. 

Nor were we told to vote for its adoption ; 
God simply thought of us, and then we were, 
And ever will be, either here or there. 

That 's true, you say, but need we live it out ? 

We can, you think, curtail it, or extend it, 
We even can, you say, with trembling doubt. 

Put out the light, and by extinction end it. 
But life can't be extinguished when we will : 
Do what we may the flame continues still. 

We came from nought, you say, to nought return ; 

But how^could that be ? We are something surely. 
Can might be taken from an empty urn ? 

That seems to me a superstition purely. 
Is 't not unthinkable that life and thought 
Could e'er have had their origin in nought 1 
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" But still," you add, " take all you say for granted, 
May not the spirit, in its blank despair, 

Renounce this earthly scene, with horror haunted, 
And face the worst that may await it there ? 

May not we find beyond the beckoning grave 

That blissful peace for which we long and crave 1 '' 

No, no ! we 're here by God's unerring will ; 

T is ours to bravely play our part where placed. 
Whatever difficulties oppose us, still 

We must believe the ways of God are best — 
The best for all His creatures, for we know 
Love rules the whole creation, high and low. 

Yes, life 's worth living ! 'T is the fairest gift 
That God on lifeless matter can impress ; 

And through its darkest clouds some little rift 
Shines forth His Fatherhood and tender grace. 

For me, while reason holds, I '11 run, I '11 plod 

In simple confidence and trust in God. 



-^se 



JACK. 

My brother dead I Did I hear aright ? 

Did you tell me that Jack was dead ? 
May God send strength to our souls this night. 

Lest the faith that is in us should fade. 
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Oh ! little I dreamed that death was nc:ir, 

And my thoughts were all of life ; 
And the few sad words, as they caught my ear, 

Cut my heart like a two-edged knife. 

Alas ! it was sad ; in his manhood's morn, 

When life at its fairest is found ; 
Cut down in his strength ! Like a proud tree borne 

A wreck to the dull, dead ground ! 

We see him now in the sleep of death. 

Lay our hand on his ice-cold brow ; 
And our eyes grow dim, and we hold our breath, 

For oiir sorrow is voiceless now. 

How pinched and pale is the brave young face, 

That never was blanched with fear, 
Since death has printed its dread impress 

On the features we loved so dear. 

Vain thought ! I dreamed at our yearning touch 

He 'd awake from that awful sleep ; 
But love cannot loosen death's icy clutch, 

Nor fathom its slumbers deep. 

'T is hard with our loved ones thus to part ; 

But God to our grief has put bounds, 
And Christ, from the depths of His tender heart, 

Pours balm on our deepest wounds. 
7 
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God grant we may meet in the realms above, 
And enable 's to bow resigned ; 

And breathe in our souls a wider love 
And sympathy for our kind. 



THE TWO GOBLETS. 

Two crystal goblets of goodly make 

Gave grace to the shining board ; 
The guests were merry, the goblets spake ; 
Their voices were hushed, but ears awake 

Might follow their every word. 

The one was filled from the crystal rill 

With heaven's own beverage true ; 
The other was filled from a famous still 
Away on a weird, wild, snow-capped hill, 
With liquor called "Mountain Dew." 

The voice of the one was soft and clear. 

Like that which is heard within 
The deeper depths of the soul sincere, 
And ever says to the listening ear — 

Oh, beware of guilt and sin. 

The voice of the other, though hushed and low, 

Yet quivered with nervous haste. 
Like one whose nature is all aglow 
With turbulent passions burning slow. 

But bright, in his fervent breast. 
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" Hail, limpid brother, how go the hours ? 

In truth, you shimmer and shine ; 
Your crystal goblet as proudly towers 
As if you had virtues inherent, and powers 

That stood on a level with mine. 



" I own you 're good in a certain sphere ; 

You 're innocent, meek, and mild ; 
But I to peasant, to prince, and peer. 
Come laden with hours of rosy cheer. 

And pleasures on pleasures piled." 

" Ho ! fervent brother, your power I own, 
But where are your virtues — where ? 
Your maudlin mirth can never atone 
For outraged nature, for reason overthrown, 
For fortunes dissolved in air. 

" Alas ! for your * cheer,' the sad-souled wife 
And the hungry, half-clad child. 
The wretched home and the endless strife. 
The blasted hopes and the wasted life. 
Keep pace with your pleasures wild.'' 

** Hold, hold ! enough of your dismal cant ! 
For 1 've heard so oft before 
The parrot cry about — Woe and Want, 
Disease and Death, and such temperance rant. 
That really I '11 list to no more. 



y Google 



108 THE TWO GOBLETS. 

" I frankly own that I *m whiles abused, 
And cause a little distress ; 
But this needs scarcely to be excused, 
In view of the boon, when wisely used, 
I Ve been to the human race." 



" A boon, indeed ! Since the days of yore 
When Noah lay drunken — undone, 
Your ardent spirit 's done tenfold more 
To blight men's lives to their inmost core 
Than anything under the sun.. 

" A boon, indeed, to the human race ! 

Say, rather, its bane and curse ; 
Man's love of truth you wither, and trace 
In glaring lines on his God-like face 

The vices you breed and nurse. 

" Why, you yourself are the child of death ; 

Your very being depends 
On the fell destroyer's withering breath. 
* Decay ! bring forth ! ' man blindly saith 

To the fruits God yearly sends : 

" And you are born, but the golden grain 
From a gracious Father's hand 

Is lost — and for what ? a greater gain ? 

No, verily, no ! but a curse, a bane ! 
The shame of this Christian land." 
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"My clear, cool brother, t'le atmo?phcre 

Must be getting somewhat warm ; 
Your words so strange and jarring appear 
In sight of the present harmless cheer — 

There 's really cause for alarm/' 



" Nay, nay ! I speak but the words of Truth, 

As it was ere time began ; 
For Verity shines with eternal youth, 
And Error must die in its rays, forsooth. 

As darkness dies in the dawn. 

" I '11 heighten and grow in man's esteem 
Till the furthest reach of time ; 
But you will pass like a fevered dream, 
And men and women will justly deem 
To make or use vou a crime. 



" And I am fresh from the Father's hand ; 

The light of His love is mine ; 
I sing the song of the angels, and 
My powers and virtues are great and grand. 

Not false and worthless like thine." 



* Enough, clear brother ! Thy words are just. 

And 1 hate my present use ; 
But hush ! they Ve looking ; they mean to thrust 
Us both into prison, and so we must 

Submit to the mean abuse. 
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" But I am a spirit right bold and free, 
To bondage I cannot submit ; 
Ha, ha ! they cannot imprison me, 
I spurn my jail and my jailers, and flee 
Unchanged and uninjured a whit." 

So closed the words of the goblets twain, 

But still, as the shadows fall, 
Like the mystic notes of a weird refrain, 
In memory's ear they are heard again — 
And may they be heard by all. 



CHRISTMAS. 

' (ilory to God in the highest, on earth peace, and goodwill toward men." 

Goodwill to men ! how the spirit throbs 

As we ponder that wondrous song ! 
Were they heard in those countless, shining globes, 

The notes of that angel throng 1 

No man can tell, but we know full well, 
From His throne in the Heavens high, 

The only begotten of God came down 
For sinners to live and die. 

Oh, glorious tidings ! this one small world, 

In the Universe wide a speck, 
"Which sin, with sails and banners unfurled, 

Would steer'd to eternal wreck. 
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Is favour'd with God's especial love, 
And peace toward men is proclaimed ; 

A Saviour is sent from the realms above 
To ransom a world condemned. 

Thank God for his great unspeakable gift, 
Whose words are as soul healing balm ; 

Oh, world, your many-toned voice uplift 
In a giateful, solemn psalm. 

Wiien will tlie nations all cheerfully join 

In singing hosannas meet ? 
The millions who bow at the world's shrine 

Kneel down at Emmanuel's feet ? 

And this is the time when our Lord was born, 

In a manger so lowly laid ; 
Oh, time ever bless'd, oh, joyful morn, 

Oh, glorious manger bed ! 

'T is Christmas, and how will we hold the mass ? 

How honour our Sovereign Lord ? 
By drinking deep of the social glass ? 

By feasts at the festive board ? 



By frivolous mirth, and by maudlin glee, 
By laughter and banter and jest ? 

No, surely no ! but by bended knee 
With gratitude filling each breast. 
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Oil, blest of all nights when the star shone forth 
O'er Bx-thlehem the favoured of God, 

When Christ, the light of this darkened earth. 
Appeared in that poor al'ode ! 

Oh, light ! to shine while eternity lasts, 
Shine forth to earth's uttermost lines ! 

Thank God for this marvellous Light that casts 
Salvation wherever it shines. 



THE CASTLEGATE-A SKETCH. 

When Saturday nicht-caps his pate, 
An' fouks are oot their erran's, 

Oor broad, capacious Castlegate 
Presents a thrang appearance. 

There 's fiddlers, preachers, bargain Jacks, 

An' medical pretenders, 
An' maids wi' creels, an' men wi' packs, 

An' fruit an' sweetie vendors. 

They scare the dusky shatles o' nicht 

Wi' glarin' naphtha bleezers ; 
Some bravely flash an' flare ihinr licht. 

An' some are chronic whcezers. 

In this they 're like the Jacks an' Johns : 
Some squeak just like a weasel, 

Some cry their gear in thunder tones, 
An' ithers wheenge an' wheezle. 
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Hear Scotch Antonia hoo he shouts ! 
He 's jocular an' jokey — 
" Don't talk about your talk-abouts, 
But try my hokey-pokey ! 

'*This hokey-pokey, let ye know, 
'S the king o' all confections ; 
It makes young gent.'s moustaches grow, 
Gives missies sweet complexions. 

*• A thunderin' lee ? Me tell a lie, 
Antonia de Menni ? 
You prove yer words. Hi, hi, hi, hi ! 
Whose next, whose next ? - one penny ! " 

Lat 's spen' a minute noo vn! Jack, 

That man o' bargains mony ; 
Tak' care yer side-graiths dinna brak* — 

He 's witty, min' ye, Johnny. 

" What 's bid for this here handsome watch 1 

Did some one say five guineas ? 
• Ain't that the sort of thing to catch 

The fancy of your Jeannies 1 

*' If you have wooed the fair in vain. 
Just let them get an inkling 
You Ve now a watch like this ; and then 
They '11 take you in a twinkling. 
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*' Ten shillings ? why, you 're joking, men ; 
You 're famed for knowing jokers ; 
My eyes ! I 'd get as much again 
As that for 't from the brokers. 



" Eleven ! pray be cautious, friends ; 
Twelve, going ! that 's a tame price ! 
It 's going ! Gone ! May grace defend *s ! 
I 've one more at the same price." 

There 's pedlar Dick to left o' Jack — 

Hoo lustily he bellows ; 
Dame Fortune frae her motley pack 

Serves Dick wi' auV umbrellas. 

" This here 's the kin' to stan' the win', 
A cyclone widna turn it — 
A * Penny ! ' Go to Cj^rus, min ; 
I 'd rather gyang an* bum it. 

" Here, hale an' sound in ilka rib, 

Twa shillin's ? — none the worse is — 
Here, echteen ? fifteenpence ? a * bob ? * 
Here, sixpence ? Where 's yer purses ? 

" Quick, generous patrons, for I see 
'T will be a plash of rain soon ; 
When ance a party buys frae me 
He 's sure to buy again soon. 
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" ^Vllat 's that ye say ? They shortly need ? 
Are ye feel Jock M*Clarty ? 
Gyang liame, my man, an' bile yer held — 
Hi ! sold again, my hearty." 

In front o' Dick a mouthy quack 

Thus ends a gran' oration, 
In which he disna fail to hack 

The medical profession — 

" This grand elixir 's bound to cure. 
It seeks life's hidden centres. 
And all the ills flesh can endure 
Take flight as soon 's it enters. 

*' Go in for life's perennial spring, 
Let * Cheapy ' keep his pinchbecks, 
Secure this cure for everything — 
Save bandy legs and hunchbacks. 

" Though raging like a heathen Turk 
Wi' toothache, I assure you, 
You 've only got to smell the cork, 
And, presto ! it will cure you. 

" You smile, you 've been so oft deceived 
By empty-headed boasters ; 
I scarcely blame you, but I 'm grieved 
To rank with such impostors. 
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" Yes, sixpence. Thank you. Sold again ! 
Who says another phial ? 
My medicine, I tell you, men, 
But needs a single trial." 

His closin' words, at least, were true. 
Although his looks belied them ; 

Of course they 'd find his drugs a "do," 
Immediately they tried them. 

Hear next this little, auldish man. 
In accents weak an' watery, 

Persuadin' people a' he can 
To try 's galvanic battery. 

'^ Its powers," he moanfully maintains, 
" Are still unknown to many : 
One shock removes rheumatic pains. 
And only costs one penny. 

" T is worth its weight in gold, and more. 
For nervousness and ague, 
And, friends, its worth is priceless for 
* Nooralgy ' and lumbago. 



' You little chaps, stand back a bit, 
Let big folks in about now ; 

Can't you let that brass 'andle sit ? 
Git out of that ; git out now." 
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To this he adds some ancient jokes, 

An' backs them wi' grimaces ; 
Then several lads go in for " shocks," 

An* mak' some shockin' faces. 



There 's virtue in his battery tho' — 

It 's useless to deny it ; 
This auldish man himsel*, ye know, 

Keeps life's wheels birlin' by it. 

Hillo ! what 's wrang ? What means the thrang 

Sae densely packed thegither, 
Wi' eager een an' listenin' mien, 

Like sheep in thund'ry weather ? 

" What 's i' the crood ? " I ask a lad 

Wi' legs as lang as stretchers ; 
" It 's Geordy Jap, the sceptic chap, 

Discussin' wi' the preachers. 

** They 're argyin' aboot the birth 
O' mischief-brewin' evil, 
The preacher says 't was bred on earth 
By Belzybob— the Deevil. 

" Jap says that sic a personage 
Has nae authentic bein' : 
That man brocht evil on the stage 
By simply evil deein'. 
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" We shudna fash oor heids," says Legs, 
Wi' wisdom weel intended, 

" Aboot foo evil cam', but fegs, 
The shortest wye to end it.? 

" Ye 're richt," says I, " my clever chiel, 
Kin owre at ance an' tell them 
The Deil 's in man an' man 's the Deil, 
An' that will reconcile them." 

What 's this ? — anither preachin' wicht ? 

Truth is 't, an' gi'en 't pouther ; 
By pith o' lung he sheds the licht. 

This doughty little Luther. 

Mark hoo he strikes peer sinners doon — 
At Sin's black reels he 's delvin' — 

Nae Arian he ; he 's soun', he 's soun' — 
As soun' as Knox an' Calvin. 

What 's that ? (a voice) " Pit on yer hat. 
An' hap yer hapless pate, man ; 

The nicht air 's caul' ; tak' care o' that : 
Grace winna keep ye het, man." 

The preacher pauses, turns his e'e 
Upon the graceless speaker, 

Then says— in naet'ral tones an' slee. 
Which mak' his words nane weaker — 
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" Oh, man ! fat gars ye temp' yer fate ; 
Could ye but get a glint o 't ! . 
Grace maybe winna keep ye het, 
But, haith ! 't will yet, the wint o' 't.'* 

A broad grin glints fi-ae each to each ; 

** Hear, hear ! " a big-nosed chap says ; 
The speaker then resumes his speech ; 

The man o' heat collapses. 

Democracy here lifts its voice 
In tones micht whiles be clearer, 

An' bids the peer fouks' herts rejoice, 
As their redemption 's nearer. 

It tells them o' a time to be 

When Poverty— peer body ! — 
Will close her auF bleared een an' dee, 

Like Boolie Aiken's cuddy. 

It tells them that an' lots o' things 

Wad puzzle prophet Baxter : 
But still the truth richt bravely rings 

Through a' the mixter-maxter. 

We 're lookin' for the dawnin' licht, 

The day will not betray us ; 
Nay, never ; in sae far 's we 're richt 

There 's cosmos in oor chaos. 
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Earth's dignities are win' an' soun' — 
Keen Kobin clearly saw that : 

Sae lang 's we keep oor souls in tune 
We 're sufe to smile at a' that. 



Here 's Lady Lowrie bleezin' drunk 
An' sweerin' niaist prodigious ; 

She voos she '11 crack the peeler's spunk, 
An' " do " for a' the lieges. 

An' there the man in blue appears ; 

What think ye 1 Will she stop it ? 
Na, fient a fuff o' win' she cares ! 

They 've tackled her— she 's cnppit. 

There 's weirdless Clippins lauchin' f a'— 
Foul fa' ye, Barley Johnny — 

He bumps against a stan' an' noo 
Forgaithers wi' a crony. 

Their bacchanalian blade they draw, 
An' f egs they mean to hilt it ; 

They 've jist a groat atween the twa, 
An' noo they 're aff to melt it. 

My frien's, ye sigh, an' sae d 03 I — 
The stoup has been their ruin ; 

They baith had ance their peck o' sense, 
But spoil'd it in the brow in'. 
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We Ve booksta's here and sweetie sta's 

Wi' lots 0* choice confections, 
Wi' candie glue o' ilka hue, 

An' "drops " o' a' complexions. 

Ice cream and dilse an' a'thing else 

Hae here their several vot'ries, 
Strength-tryin' springs and weighin' things, 

An' penny shows an' lotteries. 

But noo we 've had eneuch, I think, 

To fill oor mental stamack ; 
An' sae I '11 stop my crambo clink — 

Sweet slumbers bless your hammock. 



Hj^ 



FRANKIE. 

'T IS sweet to hear the aul' kirk bell 

Its Sunday summons ringin' ; 
'T is sweet to wander doon the dale 

An' hear the birdies singin' ; 
'T is fine Gweed's bonnie flo'ers to sea 

Upon a sunny hankie. 
But dearer, sweeter far to me 

Is my dear, little Frankie. 

He 's fu' o' fun an' bickerin' glee, 
There ne'er was sic anither ; 

He 's mair than wealth o' gowd to me. 
Or a' the warl' thegither. 
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What could I dee withoot my dear I 
The thoieht o' 't sends me cranky ; 

Gweed grant for him a bricht career— 
My bonhie, little !FranMe. . " '. . 



KITTLE BOBBIE.^ 

** Of such is the klngdohi of Heaven." , 

OoR Bobbie was lovin' an' couthie an' Idn* — 
His sweet, winnin' wy^s are sae f re^h in my min' — 
I yet think 1 see .him, an' yet think I hear 
His blythe^^pmie wee voicie ,sae cheery an' clear. 

His smiles were like sunbeams to gladden oor days, 
An' dear to oor herts were his aul'-f arrant ways ; 
The love-licht that shone in his bonnie, black eyes 
Was a glint o' the glory that dwells in the skies. 

But Bobbie 's awa', an' oor fond herts are riven ; 
We ken that he 's safe wi' the Saviotir in Heaven ; 
We ken that he 's happy, but still we maun mourn. 
For Bobbie has left us, nae mair to return : 

Nae mair to return to this dull, dreary earth, 
Nae mair wi' his sunshine to gladden oor hearth ; 
But oor houp an' oor prayer is to mfeet him bnce more 
Where death is unknown on the " beautiful shore." 

In death and in life the kind Father is-^nigh^' 

And He s'4ems but to sky to our sweet flow'rets, " Die " ; 

For He puts out His hand, in His infinite love, 

And takes them to bloom in His presenci^ above, c' 
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THE TEMPERANCE CAUSE. 

When Adam was in the garden placed, 

Wr bonnie young Eve his life to cheer, 
His food was the richest fruits an' best. 

An' his drink the bubblin' fountain clear ; 
The fountain clear wi' its sparklin' smile 

As 't gurgled fresh f rae the em'rald sod ; 
Nae fiery draucht,- nor potation vile, • - 

But the clear, cool, crystal fount of God. 

Chorus — 

Tbto, hurrah, hurrah ! for the Temperance Cause, 
It rhymes an' chimes wi' the prim'ry laws, 
'T is fiUin' the land wi' the glad huzzas 
0' thousands made happy an' free. 

The ** Bumper fair " has a sad refrain, 

l)eath lurks an' leers in the " Flowin' bowl " ; 
Jt sears the f eelin's, becloods the brain, 

An' lures to ruin the precious soul ! 
But Temperance comes wi' the breath o' life. 

To hames by folly made blank an' bare ; 
It gladdens the souls o' weans an' wife, 

An' smiles them oot o' their dark despair" 

Then, hurrah ! &c. 

Th6 Temperance Cause wi' its love to a', 
. Is sheddin' its fragrance far an' wide ; 
There 's strength to-day in its glad huzza ! 
An' still it swells like a risin' tide. 
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Then, forward a' in this noble cause, 
An' fight wi' courage, wi' faith an' zeal i 

The gracious Father who is an' was 
Will bless each blow for the common weal. 
Then, hurrah ! &c. 



IN MEMOEIAM— WILLIAM SUTHEELAND.* 

(Died 20th September, 1885. Aged 40 yean.) 

A HBRO has fallen whose courage an' worth 
For lang will be prized in his ain native north. 
His darin' achievements we sing o' wi' pride — 
How bravely he fought wi' the big, surgin' tide ; 
An' how like a prince he prevailed in the strife, 
An' bore back his trophies to safety an' life — 
A hundred an' upwards — men, laddies, an' a' — 
He saved in his lifetime — but Willie 's awa' ! 

His hardy endurance, his strength, an' his skill 
Could hardly keep pace wi' his courage an' will ; 
His mast'ry o' a' that pertained to his art 
Concentred an' throbb'd in the wish o' his heart. 
A hero was Willie in action an' mind — 
A hero unstained wi' the blood o' his kind ; 
His mission to save was, an' not to destroy ; 
His motives bricht gowd were, undimmed wi' alloy. 
Nae dangers appalled him ; he never said "Na " 
When action was needed — but Willie 's awa' ! 

* Mr Sutherland waa for six or seven years Rescue at Aberdeen beach, 
and durinff the whole of that time not a life was lost within the precincts 
of the Bathing Station during his hours of duty. In the course of his 
life he is computed to have saved from drowning no fewer than 120 lives. 
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Ay, Willie 's awa' ! wi' his kin', couthy ways ; 
Cut doon in his prime, in the midst o' his days ! 
His presence for lang will be missed in oor streets, 
An' lang will we speak o' his mem'rable feats ; 
His wit an' his humour — quaint, pawky, an' keen — 
Oor mem'ry for lang will keep buddin' an' green ; 
His filial affection — a gem withoot flaw — 
Still star-like is shinin*, though Willie 's awa*. 

Ay, Willie's awa' ! an' we'll see him nae mair. 
We mourn his departure, but needna despair : 
A lifetime o' usefu' endeavour, we ween, 
Will find its reward in the regions unseen. 
He 's owre the dark river ; the conflict is o'er ; 
The great, shinin' Rescue was there by the shore,- 
An' lifted him up in His infinite love 
Frae death's chillin' waves to the sunshine above, 
An' there he 's received wi' a gladsome huzza ! 
An* Willie 's at hame noo, altho' he 's awa'. 



HEROISM. 

(In memory of Captain Enowles, of the Northfleet, and of youn? 
M'DONALD, a northern fisher lad.— 1873.) 

What makes a hero ? Is 't the proud desire 
To emulate the nobler sons of men ? 

Or is 't some wild enthusiastic fire 
That lends its impulse to the heart and brain ? 
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The subtle scholar, skilled ift many arts, 
Is he a hero ? peradventure, no : 
, Whom God endows with brave, unselfish hearts. 
They are life's heroes, both in weal and woe. 



The gallant Captain of the ill-starred ship 
That lately perished with so many lives. 

As brave a hero was as e'er did skip 

Athwart old ocean's surging, treacherous waves. 

Of those was he who dare to do or die, 
Unflinchingly he faces death's dark goal ; 
" Save first the women," was the gallant cry, 
Though unregarded, of his hero soul. , 

The Northfleet sinks, the timid-hearted rave, 
E'en brave men shrink when death appears so near; 

Three hundred bodies find an ocean grave, 
Three hundred souls before the throne appear. 

Down, down to death, and we can never know 
How many hero hearts, unselfish quite. 

Were with the fated ship engulphed below 
Old ocean's waves upon that fatal night. 

Again, we read how young McDonald swam 
A long, cold mile upon a frosty eve : 

God's angels sang, methinks, a wond'ring psalm 
To see the noble youth so bravely leave 
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His comrade* ciingfiig'fo Iheuptunied bond, 
And strike out bravely for the distant shore — 

That shore where ready help would soon b^ got, 
Could ^e but tread its kindly strand once more. 



He reached the shore^-" Hold on ! " he'bravely cries, 
While faintly stagg'ring forth to Seek for aid ; 

Alas, alas !. he falls no more to rise — 

His mother finds him in the morning, dead. 

Was this not then a noble deed, forsooth ? 

Will not-such acts receive Divine applause ? 
Light rest the sod upon the noble youth 

Who died so bravely in so good a cause.. 

*l'he comrade was rescued in the morning in a state of great exhaustion. 



THE HUMBLE PETITION OF ST. JOHN'S 
WALLIE TO THE TOWN COUNCIL 

WHEN SAID WALUB WAS LYING UNDEK THE BAN OP THE CUY ANALYST. 

Respected sirs, iucline your lugs ; 

I 'm sure you '11 ne'er regret it ; 
An' I '11 be blithe to fill yer mugs 

When ance I 'm reinstated. 
Ye ken the public Analyst 

Has said that I 'm poUutit, 
An' what he says is true, I wist, 

Though some folk blindly doot it. 
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Were I as gweed 's Professor Smith 

At makin' tellin' speeches, 
Or could I speak wi' a' the pith 

They tell me Spurgeon preaches, 
Then would I roose an' thrill your hearts 

Wr bumin' words o' rapture, 
Wi' sentences o' noble parts, 

As soond an' true as Scripture. 

Ah, sirs ! it mak's me wae to see 

My former frien's gang by me ; 
An' yet I mauna bid them pree — 

I canna bid them try me. 
At times I ban your Analyst — 

Consign him to confusion — 
If 't hadna been for him, I wist. 

We 'd never thocht o' pooshon. 

Nae doot it 's narrow ignorance 

Gies birth to sic ideas ; 
But, ah ! it 's hard to see, at once, 

" Oorsel's as ithers see us." 
But don't before your Council board 

As ignorant describe me ; 
The wisest heids in Bon- Accord 

Hae stoopit to imbibe me. 

I 've ministered to men o' lore, 
To men o' wit an' letters — 

In short, your gleg, lang-heidit core 
Are a' my gratefu' debtors. 
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I '11 quote nae names, for if I did 

You 'd dub me doon a " streetcher " — 

Tho' fond o' truth as Dr. Kidd, 
The far-famed pithy preacher. 

What ? Ken the Doctor ? Brawly, man ; 

Good soul ! he greatly prized me ; 
An' for your local bardie clan, 

They Ve always idolised me. 
Your temperance men-— God speed their 
cause! — 

Kegret sair my pollution, 
An' they will hail wi* warm applause 

My early restitution. 

Your drouthy billies miss me too, 

To kweel their thirsty wizzen ; 
I Ve aft—" ahin' a gweed fill fu' "— 

Gane doon their thrapples fizzin'. 
But to be brief, adjust me, sirs. 

An' that will end the matter ; 
The common "Dee" won't do for me — 

I want my ain spring water. 

An' aul' an' young, an' rich an' poor, 

0' every rank an* station, 
I tell you, sirs, will bless you for 

My early restoration. 
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., . NEW YEAR FANCIES. 

At this merry Christmas time^ > 

When our souls wi' thochtis sublime, 
Go up to Him whose natal day we hold ; ' 

When goodwill an' peace an' love ' 

Drap like dewdraps frae above 
On the hearts an' hames o' mortals, young an^ old : 

When the mystic mistletoe 

An' the prickly hollies throw 
Their spells frae grocers' windowrtin the eye ; 

While the children's voides chime. 

In a soft o' sxingin' rhyme, 
I am lookin' frae my study near the sky ; 

An' I hear the maudlin song 

0' the bacchanalian throng, 
An' I see them stagg*rin' hamewards in their glee ; 

An' I mark how this ane fa's, 

How the neist ane hands the wa's. 
While anither sings the praise o' " barley bree ; " 

An' I see the " temp'rate " smile 

At these thochtless sons o' toil. 
While good fowks stop an' shak' their heids an' sigh. 

To their different hames they pass, 

Yet I see them thro' the glass 
Of the window o' my storey near the sky ; 

For my mental eyes are keen. 

An' they pierce the granite screen 
Which wad hide the folk ahin 't frae mortal view ; 

Here I see the man o^ means 

Drinkin' wine wi' wealthy frien's, 
Wha quaff an' chaff an' laugh an' quaff anew ; 
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There;I ^eh the lowly poOr ' ' :!•] ;.[ . ' /. 

In their humble htoes .obgdure/ :■ r: ndl " 
An' I hear the cry for bjread V hjungry w.^ans ; 

Here I .»ee the thrifty wife ;.'jt :■, ' 

Who has struggled hard thro' life, 
Reddin' oot a waiiket hank o' wyes an' means ; 

Now my wanderin' optics fall 

On a glatin' tavern hall, 
An' I see a miscellaneous, motley band, 

Wi* a singer in the cheir, . '-''' 

Who, in accents lood an' clear, ' ' 

Sings the followin' wi' a tankar' in his liahd : — -^ 

A NEW YEAR'S DAYSdNG. ' ^ '♦ 

Sin' the aul' an' wrinkled year - , ' 

Noo has closed his record here, • 
An' set canvas for the dusky side o' time, 

Let us greet his hbupfu' son 

Wi' a rousin' burst o' fim, .. 

Wi' music, mirthfu' melody, an' rhyme ; 

Let the merry toast go round. 

An' let harmony abound, 
Kally roond the festive board, a social throng, 

Tho' the times are lookin' bad, - i 

Let our hearts be light an' glad, • // 

And this day devote to frien'ship, mirth, an' song. \ 

Chorus-^ 

Drink a health wi' flowin' glasses 
To aul' Scotland's wives an' lasses, 
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An' a health to frien's at hame an' far awa' ; 

To the needy an' the wealthy, 

To the bedrid an' the healthy — 
Here 's a happy, good New Year to ane an' a'. 

Let fond lovers breathe their vows 

'Neath the rustlin' holly boughs, 
"Hfhile their hearts wi' youthfu' ardour overflow, 

An' let wives an' husbands laugh 

At the young folks' pleasant chaff, 
For auld Christmas sets the cauldest hearts aglow. 

Cauld King Winter treads our soil, 

An' the hardy sons o' toil 
Are complainin' o' his tyranny severe. 

Still a welcome let us sing 

To the snowy-bearded king. 
For he always ushers in the glad New Year. 
Drink a health, &c. 

To the poor throughout our land 

Let the wealthy lend a hand. 
They but little ken the hardships they endure, 

An' the man who has to spare 

Wi' his brither man should share, 
For they know to whom they lend who help the poor; 

We are ca'd the " grippy Scotch " — 

An unmerited reproach — 
For we dinna turn the needy frae our door ; 

Like the thorny thistle's crest, 

We 've the saft down in our breast, 
An' our hearts are warm an' genVous at the core. 
Drink a health, &c. 
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Lang may peaco an* plenty smile 

On our favoured little isle ; 
An' the Giver o' a' blessin's sen' good cLeer 

To the whole o' Adam's race, 

I am sure we wish nae less 
Than a happy, merry, gladsome, good New Year. 

Chorus — 
Drink a health wi' flowin' glasses 
To aul' Scotland's wives an' lasses, 

An' a health to frien's at hame an' far awa' ; 
To the needy an' the wealthy. 
To the bedrid an' the healthy — 

Here 's a happy, good New Year to ane an' a'. 

Here the Chairman en't his sang, 
While approvin' plaudits rang. 
But my heart withheld its quota of applause ; 
For I thought of starving wives. 
Hungry weans and wasted lives. 
And the singer in his right hand held the cause. 



THE SOUL'S DESTINY. 

Oh, deathless spark of Deity ! oh, wondrous human 
mind ! 

Fair offspring of Infinitude, for what art thou de- 
signed ? 

When Death has laid his icy hand upon the troubled 
brow. 

And hushed the feeble heart to rest, oh. Spirit, where 
art thou ? 
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Away, where countless shining orbs in space re- 
splendent roll, 
And glcam-and/fJa^like living thoughts on heaven's 

azure scroll ? 
Yea, thoughts they are, most brilliant thoughts, which 

we iaay yet ^explore, 
And find in every shining one a hundred thousand 

more. 
Are these the mansions of ^e bless'd — the realms of 

love and light? . ;. . 

The glorious goals cl earnest sQuls who fought for 

truth and right ? , ' i 

Where Moses and the Prophet bards, the Psalmist, 

Israel's King, 
And manly Paul, arid saiptly John, Jehovah's praises 

sing. ^ ? ' 

Methinks I see these radiant souls, with glory all 

aglow. 
Still looking down ^ita anxious eyes on all our ways 

below ; . 

And mark, how Christ's i^esplendent^ face rieVeals His 

glory now, .- - , 

The light of GrQ(i^ eternal .love re^ts on His shining 

brow. 
Antf ^^lc,*^how all the heavenlj^ host regard the In- 
carnate Son • 
With joy ineffafelej arid sing^ '^Another victory won ! "^ 
Thus heaven's host rejoice when men elect the better 

■^■■'- part;'-^' •' •' ■■' ■•■'^* ^ -■ 

And love, like sunshine, falls on earth, from Christ's 
^- -great throbbing* heart. — - 
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But, ah ! it grieves the hosts of heaven when men, 

whose hearts are right, 
To Sin's .temptations weakly yield, and stain their 

robes of white ; '...;.»..; 

But when a sinner quits his ways, and God ward turns 
- his eyes', • ' ...;-: crc v.-.- ,\' . 

A joyful shout of heavenly song rings through the 

^ starry skies. ... 

Oh, glorious thought ! eternal life, with afl our higher 

powers, ' ; V .. -T ' - - . 

Maturing in the light of heaven, unfolding like the 

flowers! > - ' ' , • 

Unfettered then by time or space, we '11 truth and^ 

right pursue, . - r . . 

With God's resplendent universe unfolding to dur view. 

But now the atheist's mocking laugh comes ringing in 

' my ear, ^ '' 
I hear his subtle sophistries, I see hi^ pitying sneer. 
" Poor, shallow dreamer," thus he speaks ; " Tradition's 

veriest slave, , , . . . ' . 

Your' sanguine dreams, your gilded hopes, all perish 

in the, grave. . , i 

You dream of life beyond the toinb, but such there 

cannot be, 
We live, we grow, decAy,~and die, like everything we 



Cold Death ] uts out the lamp of life, and then these 

frames of ours 
Rejoin their native element, like withered leaves and 

flowers. , ; ' \ ■' ■ ' 
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Man slowly rises, briefly shines, then sinks to endless 

night. 
And with him die his baseless dreams of realms of love 

and light" 

Nay, nay, no more ; I feel 't is false, the soul can never 

die 
While Grod, the source of life and love, inhabits earth 

and sky. 
If there were not a life beyond, what makes us forward 

reach ? 
And why does nature everywhere a better Gospel 

preach? 
The natural instincts of the mind your sophistries re- 
fute; 
Your dismal creed makes Gk)dlike man, no better than 

the brute ; 
But our exalted heavenly hope makes smooth life's 

rugged way, 
Prepares and purifies the soul for realms of endless 

day. 
It lights with love the palace hall, makes glad the 

poor abode ; 
It fills us with the joys of heaven, it makes us one 

with God. 



BRITAIN'S BLIGHT. 

Who hath sorrow ? Who hath woe ? 
Asked the Wise King long ago. 
" They who at the wine-cup tarry," 
Comes in answer to his query. 
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Look not thou upon the wine ; 
All its proffered joys decline ; 
For at last its pleasures blight 
Like the venom'd serpent's bite. 

Chorus — 
Turn away, then; turn away from this souice of 

shame and woe ; 
Fill your pitchers at God's fountains, for unstintedly 

they flow ; 
Help some poor, diink-blinded brother to renounce 

the evil thing ; 
Guide the helpless and the hopeless to the palace of 

the King. 

Who hath woe and sorrow now ? 
Palsied limbs and blasted brow ? 
They who quaff the " brimming measures " ; 
They who live for giddy pleasures ; 
For at last the sparkling bowl 
Saps the life and sears the soul ; 
Falsehood lurks in Pleasure's smiles ; 
Woe and death are in her wiles. 

In our teeming towns to-day 
Children weep who ought to play. 
Some on beds of sickness languish ; 
Mothers wring their hands in anguish, 
Suffering from a grief so deep 
That the pitying angels weep ; 
And the foremost cause, alas ! 
Is the soul-enslaving " glass." 
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Who with cheerfulness and mirth 
Bally round the family hearth, 
With their happy faces shining 
Like a summer day declining ? 
T is the temp'rance volunteers, 
And the music of the spheres 
Makes their hearts with gladness sing 
Like the happy birds in Spring. 

Let the cold and careless wink 
At the ravages of drink, 
But I charge you, oh, my brothers ! 
For the little ones and mothers, 
To bestir yourselves with might. 
And oppose this awful blight 
God's approval and applause 
Will be with you in the cause. 

Turn away, &c. 



THE MUSE 0' MOSSm 

I LAY on a knowe, amidst heather an' whins. 

An' I gazed on Benachie, 
The hill at whose back the Gadie rins — 

But the front was lookin' to me. 

The bluebells shook in the gentle breeze. 
The ferns were sprichtly an' green ; 

The lordly firs an' the tall spruce trees 
Stood up wi' a stately mien. 
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The sunshine danced on the wavin' broom, 

An' the birdies sweetly sung ; 
The purple heather its sweet perfume 

To the balmy breezes flung. 

The bees bum by, wi' their burdens sweet. 
While the hares rin here an* there, 

An' the squirrels dart to their lofty seat 
High up in the fragrant air. 

I fondly gazed on the lovely scene 

Wi' a calm, admiring e*e — 
When, lo ! I happened to shift my een, 

An' a fairer sicht did see. 

My held fell back on my mossy bed, 

An' my hert beat fast an' hard, 
For there, at my side, stood a lovely maid, 

Lookin' on me wi* earnest regard. 

My hert beat fast, but I needna say 

That it wisna wi' cooardly fear ; 
Yet I couldna see where the quine cam' frae, 

For there wisna a creatur' near. 

Her smiles were as sweet as a seraph's could be. 
Her cheeks they were rosy an' reid ; 

Affection shone bricht in her bonnie broon e'e — 
Oh I she was a beauty indeed. 
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The sunshine fell on her bricht broon hair. 

As it clustered owre her broo ; 
Her sun-broon'd airms were comely an' bare, 

An' her bosom was open to view. 

Her voice was sweet, an' her limbs were fleet, 

Her form was perfection itself : 
Her sma' sweet mouth — and in all, forsooth, 

She was a most beautiful elf ! 

Her robes were made o' the heather bells, 

Wi' borders o' ferny green, 
An' violets blue, frae the flowery dales, 

Artistic'Uy woven between. 

She held a wand in her dainty hand, 

Wi' colours o' ilka hue — 
The whilk she waved, while my hert enslaved. 

Leapt up to my gapin' mou'. 

" Hoo cam' ye here, my winsome maid, 
An' whaur cam' ye frae noo ? 
Cam' ye by Homer's mossy glade, 
' Or owre the Beech-hill broo ? " 



She looked at me, an' syne she smiled — 

I '11 ne'er forget that smile ; 
It seemed sae innocent an' mild, 

Sae free frae every guile. • 
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An' yet, despite her gentle looks, 

Anon a fiery glance, 
As sunbeams glint on ripplin' brooks. 

Would frae her bricht een dance. 



In accents sweet, wi^ smiles profuse. 
Says she — " My words regard, 

For, laddie, I am Mossie's muse. 
An' ye '11 be Mossie's bard. 

" I 've seen you watch the king o' day 
Ahin the hills sink doon ; 
An' wander in the evenin's grey 
Aneath the crescent moon. 

" I 've watched you in your lonely walks, 
An* read your inmost thocht ; 
Those musin's mild, those raptures wild. 
Were ends for which I wrocht. 

^^ The heath-clad hills, the bracken braes. 
The lordly, wavin' trees ; 
A' these an' sic deserve your praise. 
An' you maun sing o' these. 

" But you hae also got the knack 
0' sketchin' carlies queer ; 
An' sae at times a swatch you '11 tak' — 
We've lots o' worthies here." 
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Wi* that she wav'd her magic wand, 

An', lo ! before my eyes, 
As clear as day, a motley band 

0' characters arise. 

There preachin' Jeems, wf solemn face, 

Stood on an ample stump ; 
An' aye his han', wi' fervent grace. 

Upon his hip cried thump. 

Gleg "Bussy" sat, his leefu' leen, 

Upon a broomy knowe ; 
Keen " Sunnyside," wi' mirky mien. 

Stood scratchin' at his pow. 

An' Needle John — the pedlar man — 

As glib as ony quack. 
Was praisin' a' the gibbles gran' 

He carried in his pack. 

An' Cairter Tam — the hum'rous " ham " — 
Beside his black horse stood ; 

His roarin' lauch, owre hill an' haugh. 
Bang through Cragmossie Wood. 

An' hun'ers mair I needna name — 
Of whom you yet may hear — 

A' at the Musie's biddin' came ; 
But mair you needna speer. 
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She tauld roe a' the folkies' names, 

Their lead in' foibles too ; 
An* syne, amang the bracken stems, 

She vanished frae my view. 

She tauld me too, wi' winnin' wiles, 

I 'd find a meet reward 
In Mossie's sonsie lassies' smiles, 

An' in her men's regard. 



THE LAND 0' THE FREE. 

" Land of brown heath and shaggy wood, 
Land of the mountain and the tLood."— Scott. 

Oh, dear are the sangs o' the land o' the heather ! 

How boldly majestic ! how dauntless they ring ! 
They 're cheerin' as sutishiue in cauld -vnntry weather ; 

They gladden the hert like the snawdraps in Spring. 

The land o' the clachans, the straths, an' the corries. 
The land o' the buirdly, the bauld, an' the slee ; 

The land o* brave ballads an' aul'-farrant stories. 
The land o' the leal herts, the land o' the free ! 

The land o' the hardy, the sturdy an' fearless. 
Where patriot Wallace his standard unfurled ; 

The land o' sweet Eobin, the fervent an' peerless. 
Whose voice has been heard to the ends o' the 
world. 
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The land o' wise adage an' couthy expression, 

An' war sangs that roll like the waves o' the sea ; 

Whose sons in the nicht o' her darkest oppression 
Arose in their manhood an' dared to be free. 

The land o' the heather, the blue bells, an' bracken, 
The land whose high mountains ne'er fostered a 
slave ; 

Who^*^ thistle in triumph for ages has shaken — 
The land o' the strong herts, the land o' the brave. 

The liind o' the lads that in warfare ne'er falter. 
The sound o' whose bagpipes mak's armies to flee : 

The land o' King Robert, the land o' Sir Walter, 
The land o' the fearless, the peerless an' free. 



•^^^ 



ADDEESS: 

SPOKEN BY A JOLLY TAR ON HIS WEDDING NIGHT. 

Welcome, shipmates ! welcome, one and all ! 
Through life we 've weathered many a stormy squall, 
And from my heart I thank my lucky stars 
For meeting here so many hardy tars. 
You 've seen me wedded to this handsome craft. 
And wished us happiness both " fore and aft." 
We 're now embarking on a voyage for life. 
Where hidden rocks and howling squalls are rife. 
But, with my bonnie bride— the Isobel — 
I hope to brave and weather every gale ; 
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To cross life's billows with as few mishaps 

As fall to sailors generally — poor chaps ; 

To watch the lights and hidden dangers shun, 

Until we steer beyond the circling sun. 

She 's trig and ship-shape, every plank and spar, 

A fairer craft ne'er crossed life's surging bar — 

But scrieve my mainsail and reduce my rations 

If I 'm to boast about my own possessions. 

Some would immortalise, in language meet, 

Her rigging, figure-head, and build complete ; 

But I 'm so shy that such a flight of speech 

Would strand me " beam-ends " on a foreign beach. 

No matter, friends, since I am mate and skipper 

Of this, to me, unrivalled handsome clipper. 

So man your lung-lines with a loud " Ahoy ! " 

Heave up your slacks and wish me every joy. 

Be merry, mates, and let the fun go round. 

Let merry song and sparkling glee abound ; 

And then we '11 trip it to old scrape-guts measure, 

And have a cruise upon the sea of pleasure. 

We '11 make the run without a written chart. 

We learned the little voyage long since by heart ; 

Heave care o'erboard, ay, drown the knave outright. 

And one and all let 's spend a happy night. 

And may ye all athwart life's troubled seas 

Bo wafted always by a fav'ring breeze ; 

And when our sails are reefed to spread no more. 

Then may we meet upon the Heavenly shore. 

But, blow my timbers, lads, I 've said enough. 

My language, though sincere, is blunt and rough ; 

So one and all, my friends, I wish you joy. 

And present happiness without alloy. 
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THE BIRDIES AEE SINGIN'. 

The birdies are singin', the floories are springin', 
The fresh face o' Nature is bloomin' an' fair ; 

The cushies are cooin', the woodlands are ringing 
An' fragrant an' sweet is the calm, caller air. 

By meadow an' muirlan* I walk wi' my dearie, 
An' feast on the beauties sae dearly we lo'e, 

An' a'thing in Nature is canty an' cheery, 
An' speak to oor herts o' the bonnie an' true. 

Sen' oot the affected, the pale an' pedantic, 
A while to the sweet smilin* country in spring, 

An' bring them in touch wi' the gran' an' romantic, 
WTiere birdies an' bardies sae cheerfully sing. 

'Twill teach them a lesson that's weel worth the 
learnin'. 

An' force them to think o' a primary cause ; 
Tho' Nature 's intricate, yet men o' discernin' 

Are ever discov'rin' her secrets an' laws. 

'T is pleasant to walk by the wimplin' wee bumies. 
Where bandies an' trooties sae sportively play : 

The min' will look back on sic soul-pleasin' journeys 
When fair broos are furrowed an' dark locks are 
grey. 

But Nature is changefu', the floorets will wither, 
Those bricht azure skies in an instant may loom ; 

The fair fleecy cloudlets that nestle thegither 
Gie place to the veh'cles o' thunder an' gloom. 
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Some spirits wi' sorrow are riddled an' riven, 
An' sunshine an' sorrow alternately flow, 

But those are the souls that are nearest to heaven, 
That maist are in touch wi' God's beauties below. 



THE MUSE 0' CLUNY. 

'T IS sweet to walk by hill and haugh, 

An' hear the birdies singin', 
To hear the burnie's wimplin' lauch, 

An' see the cunnies springin'. 

I wander'd oot the ither nicht, 
Doon through the " Howe o' Lonnie," 

Bathed in a flood o' gowden licht, 
The sun was sinkin' bonnie. 

I saw him sink ahin Eamstein, 

Awa' to see New Zealan', 
Then lookin' roon' I saw the meen 

The lift was bauldly speilin'. 

Then thinking o' the legend auld, 

Aboot the ancient sinner, 
Wha aye on Sundays, as we 're tauld, 

Broke sticks to cook his dinner. 

For which he to the pensive meen 

Lang, lang ago was mated ; 
An' there he lives his leeve-a-leen, 

A sinner great — translated. 
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An' wi* his axe, his only frien', 
He nicht an' day maun ettle, 

To brak' a ridge o' lunar steen 
As sma' as roadmen's metal. 

An' that 's the wye that aerolites 
Upon the earth come drappin', 

The hard-grained, plaguy metal skites, 
Like grape-shot while he 's chappin'. 

But thinking as I said afore, 
Aboot this strange tradition, 

Fond fancy soon commenced to soar 
Wi' a' its au? ambition. 



The birdies then forgot to sing. 

The trees forgot to rustle, 
Nae mair I hear the bubblin' spring. 

Nor yet the blackbird's whustle. 

The midges though they bate my face. 
Could not my thoughts inveigle, 

For I was soaring up through space, 
Like ony full-fledged eagle. 

Up through the liquid moonlit air 

I darted like a bullet. 
Through fifty fleecy cloods an' mair, 

I made a manhole gullet. 
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The moon aye big and bigger grew, 

I 'm gettin' near an' nearer, 
The lunar crags an' craters noo 

I 'm seein' clear an' clearer. 



See, see at last, the man appears ! 

Yes, yon 's a human figure — 
Haud, baud ! wha 's puUin' at my ears 

Wi' sic emphatic vigour ? 

The spell was broken, f rae my high 

Estate I soon descended, 
I wheeled aboot wi' flamin' eye 

But couldna feel offended ; 

For there a maid beside me stood, 

0' radiant beauty, smilin', 
Wha wi' a glance my wrath subdued, 

Her charms were sae beguilin'. 

My eyes were fixed upon her face, 
My flutterin' breest was flappin'. 

My ravished heart in wild excess 
Against my ribs was rappin'. 

The raven locks in glossy coils 
Athwart her shoulders cluster, 

Her rosy lips are bathed in smiles, 
Her eyes in star-like lustre. 
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Her cheeks ootvied the mossy rose, 

Her sunset-like complexion, 
Her dimpled chin, her neck an' nose, 

An* figure were perfection. 

Her shiny rainbow-tinted robes 

Becam' her to a fraction. 
Her rosy face an' fairy grace 

Gied zest to every action. 

At length she spak' in accents clear, 

As sweet as wild bees' honey, 
The very birds drew nigh to hear, 

As weel 's the tim'rous cunnie. 

Losh, laddie ! what 's come thro' yer brain, 
What means those musin's moony ? 

We thocht you 'd gie 's a hamely strain 
Aboot the lands o' Cluny. 

We 've woods, an' glens, an' dowy dens, 
We 've numerous hills and hallows. 

We 've trouty streams an' rosy deems. 
An' sturdy,, strappin' fallows. 

An' there 's Corrennie's shaggy crest 

An invitation noddin', 
To sing his praise, he kens yer breast 

Wi' ardour's jist explodin'. 
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There, farther owre 's, Calthibert's howe, 

An' farther still Boglowster, 
An' that 's Sir Archie's sable brow, 

Yon 's Toughton's mossy bowster. 

An' there 's the Scare, for wood and hare, 

A'maist withoot a marrow, 
Each tree sae Strang, sae thick an' lang, 

An' straicht as ony arrow. 

Ye 've themes for verse on every han', 

South, norrit, east, an' wastle ; 
Yon 's Tilly's fair an' fertile Ian' 

Aside the ruined Castle. 

But hark, a soond bracks on my ear. 

The keepers are approachin', 
Ye mauna lat them see ye here, 

They 'd aiblins think ye 're poachin'. 

Adieu ! we 11 meet some ither nicht, 

I 'm wanted by a Brooney ; 
Then vanish'd like a flash o' licht, 

The modest Muse o' Cluny. 

Then up I gat an' hameward hied, 
Owre bumies, dykes, an' meadows, 

An' soon our couthy hame espied 
Amang the gatherin' shadows. 
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LITTLE DODDIK 

Lat him toddle ben the hoose, 
Wi' his han'ies at the wa' ; 

Fogs, ye 're crawin' unco croose, 
But tak' care ye dinna fa'. 

Toot awa' ! ye '11 tine yer feeties, 
Sic a wav'ry little man ! 

Here 's a lot o' bonnie sweeties ! 
Come an' get them i' yer han'. 

Ay, ye maun lat go yer haudie, 
An' come toddlin' owre yer leen ; 

Come awa' noo, like a laddie, 
Wi' yer bonnie speakin' een. 

This sweetie tastes like honey 
Herried f rae a bummer's byke ; 

An', see ! here 's a little gunnie — 
Ye can sheet wi 't gin ye like. 

Come awa', my bonnie Doddly, 
Tak' a rinnie owre to mam ; 

Lat ago an' tak' a toddlie, 

For ye 're aye my ain dear lam'. 

Noo ! ye 've fa'en on yer nosie ! 

Losh, I didna think you 'd fa' ; 
But ye '11 cuddle in my bosie 

Till the dirlie gings awa'. 
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Dinna greet, my precious treasure, 

There are aul'er folk than you 
Wha, in quest o' gear an' pleasure, 

Mak' attempts they aften rue ; 

An' they min' aboot the bosie, 

Lyin' caul' aneath the sod, 
Whaur they cuddled ance sae cosy, 

Like my bonnie little Dod. 

But^there 's aye a bosom throbbin' 

Fu' o' never-deein' love. 
To gie comfort to the sobbin*, 

In the happy lands above. 



-Jfl^ 



WHIG AND TOEY: 

A DIALOGUE BETWEEN ADAM AND EVE SEVEBAL YEARS 
AFTER THEIR EXPULSION FROM PARADISE. 

Adam, Ah, Eve ! despite those weary years of toil, 
Despite our frugal fare and scanty shelter, 
Despite the hardships which the Lord fore- 
told, 
I still can see within the liquid depths 
Of those bright eyes of yours a radiant gleam 
Of hope. A smile like sunshine wreathes thy 

lips, 
And [lights thy brow, despite our sore priva- 
tion. 
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What is't, my spouse, that floods thy soul 

with light, 
While mine is heavy and as dark as night ? 

Eve. Good Adam, partner of my soul, let not 

Thick darkness brood upon thy mind. 'T is 

true, 
By toil and sweat, we must our food procure ; 
'T is true, the earth is dull and slow to yield ; 
Tis true, weVe suffered much and sore 

privation ; 
The joys of Paradise are ours no more : 
But all 's not lost, we may be happy still — 
We Ve yet each other and our children dear. 

Adam. True, gentle Eve ! I thank the Lord for thee. 
And for the little ones ; but, oh, my soul ! 
The weary days, the endless rounds of toil. 
And then the children, though they cheer my 

heart. 
It makes me sad to think they, too, must bear 
The crushing burden of our grievous sin. 

Em. Your soul 's overshadowed by a cloud to-night ; 
You take unpleasant views of all that is : 
This endless toil 's a blessing in disguise. 
What if our food was from the heavens dropt. 
And we had nought to do but sit and sigh 
For Eden lost ? Besides, this earth, although 
'T must needs be tilled, is fair and full of 
promise ; 
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'T is ours to shape and to subdue the earth, 
And make it yield to us its choicest fruits 
And flowers, and that in bounteous, rich 
supply. 

Adam. Hush, Eve, for pity's sake ! The Lord may 
hear 
Thy daring -words and sink us lower still. 
Think'st thou God's curses may be changed 

by us 
To bounteous blessings at our puny will ? 
Howe'er could we subdue this stubborn earth. 
When we are here to bear our curse and woe ? 

Eve. Think not so meanly, husband mine, of God ; 

He wants, I feel, to see us happy still ; 

We are His children, and He loves us yet. 

As we love ours, e'en when they 're wayward 
boys. 

This earth, though stubborn, may be over- 
come 

By daring enterprise and patient toil ; 

You see the progress we 've already made — 

The crooked stick with which at first you 
tilled 

Was slow and awkward ; yet to give it up 

How loath you were, how full of dark fore- 
bodings ; 

You must admit the fleeter, sharp-edged 
spade 

Does twice the work, with only half the toil. 
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Adam. Well, Eve, what then ? 

Eve. Why, this, that as the days 

And weeks and years roll on we may invent 
New implements, improve the old, and wrest 
The hidden secrets from old Nature's heart. 
Thus will we make the stubborn earth more 

fair, 
More fruitful, too, with generous, smiling 



T will yield its choicest fruits ; and then our 

souls 
Will sing anew the songs of Paradise. 
Away with morbid, midnight doubts and 

fears ! 
And let 's give utterance to our largest hopes : 
The winds, the waters, and the very beasts 
We yet will teach to help us in our toil. 

Adam, Hush, hush, my Eve! Thou maVst my 
blood run cold, 
My soul to shrink within my trembling flesh 
Such daring thoughts can ne'er be realised. 
Had God intended thus. He 'd made it clear 
And taught us how. Let 's not again beguile 
Ourselves with serpent thoughts, and judg- 
ment bring 
Upon our children's heads as well 's our own. 
Let's rather strive and pray for sweet con- 
tent 
And reconcilement to our present lot. 
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Eve. But judgment came not with the giving uj) 
Of our rude implement — the crooked stick — 
Although you long predicted that it would. 
Methinks my heart 's a truer oracle ; 
It tells me God is good and kind, and that 
He wants to see us bright and happy still ; 
To exercise the gifts of mind and thought 
AVith which His wisdom has invested us ; 
To knock at Nature's doors, and strive to find 
Its deepest meanings, and to bravely plan, 
Pursue, and execute, and overcome. 

Adam. Eve, tempt me not with such unholy thoughts ; 
Our thirst for knowledge and for God-like 

power 
Has borne its bitter fruits. Let us not bring 
Just Heaven's judgments on our heads again. 

Eve, Hard-hearted Adam ! Canst thou ne'er for- 
give ? 

Again " That-woman-which-Thou-gav'st me '' 
spirit 

Moves within thee. 

Adam. Nay, gentle Eve, these words 

Were spoken in my sore distress, e'er since 
They've writhed and stung like serpents in 
my heart. 

Eve. Good husband, say no more. Sincere re- 
pentance 
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Cleanses the crimson guilt from every fault. 
'T is true, I listened to the tempter's voice, 
And fell ; the ugly stain upon my life 
Will gall my yearning soul for evermore ; 
Sin came by me, but did not God Himself 
Declare my " seed would bruise the serpent's 

headi" 
'T is true, I listened to the tempter once ! 
But now I 'm listening to a still, small voice 
That whispers of an Eden far away ; 
Which we, or ours, may reach through suffer- 
ing, toil. 
And daring enterprise ; which bids us hope, 
And trust, and dare, and do with patient 

hearts, 
But with our souls atuned to enterprise. 
Again, I say, 't is ours to make this earth, 
To seek for light, to learn at Nature's shrine, 
To make the birds and beasts, the stones and 

trees, 
The winds and waves subserve our hopes and 

needs ; 
'Tis thoughts like these that flood my soul 

with light. 
And give bright lustre to my eager eyes ; 
Such thoughts as these I needs must think 

and teach 
Our children so to think, and dare, and do. 
God won't be angry, dear, for thinking so, 
T is He Himself that gives such thoughts I 

know. 
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Adam, Oh, Eve, good wife, you greatly trouble me ! 
My limbs are all a tremble. But hush ! hark ! 
Methinks I hear a voice. 

Bve. Yea, so do I ! 

'T is little Evie crying in her crib. 
I must away. 

Exeunt Adam and Eve. 



--^- 



TWENTY AN' TWA. 

I 'm noo an' aul' carlie, my hafFets are grey, 
But I was a fervent young spark in my day. 
For throwin' the hemmer or thumpin' the ba', 
Fegs, I was a billie ! at twenty an' twa. 
Tho' hoary an' wrinkled I 'm hale at the hert, 
In wise-like diversions can still tak' a pairt. 
An' yet I a brain-pan as healthy can claw 
As mony a callant o' twenty an' twa. 

Chorus— 
For I was as blythe as the birdies in summer, 
A gleg, clever nickum, strong, handsome, an* 
keen; 
For rinnin' or loupin' or coortin' the kimmer 
I scarcely was equalled, ootrivalled by neen. 

An' I was a Rhymer, wrote fine, clinkin' verse, 
The Doctor an' Parson declared they were terse — 
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I 'ra tellin' the truth, freens, ye needna guffa ! 
For I was a genius at twenty an' twa. 
I ne'er had much faith in the hert-heezin'^drappie, 
We shouldna require 't to be canty an' happyj; 
Nae aids artificial are needed, na, na ! 
Especially for callants o' twenty an' twa. 

But noo-a-days' laddies, nae wonder they 're pale, 
Frequent stuffy bars an' imbibe bitter ale. 
An' whiff at their pipies an' blether an' blaw — 
Wae's me ! for oor callants o' twenty an' twa. 
The strouds that they sing, too, when that wye in- 
clined. 
Are neither poetic, nor smairt, nor refined. 
But doggrel effusions, neen clever ava, 
We 'd hissed them when young chaps o' twenty an' 
twa. 

Scott, Hogg, Tannahill, ay, an' Kobin' himself, 
An' a' oor best singers may moold on the shelf. 
But the meanin'less rants o' some brainless jackdaw 
Are gems to the young chaps o' twenty an' twa. 
Yer great " Lion Comiques " may strut on the stage, 
An' trill their sad rubbish sae lang 's it 's the rage. 
Their bricht reputations but last for a day. 
But Robin's will flourish for ever an' aye. 

May wisdom prevail, an' may a'thing that 's fine 
Find a welcome abode in the herts o' mankin'; 
May things that are bonnie an lo'esome an' gran' 
Be prized mair than gowd yet by ilka young man. 
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May honest trade prosper an' riches increase, 
An' lang may we bask in the sunshine o' peace, 
That mankin' in concert as croosely may craw 
As ony young callant o' twenty an' twa. 

ChOTU% — 

For I was as blythe as the birdies in summer, 
A gleg, clever nickum, strong, handsome, and 
keen. 

For rinnin' or loupin' or coortin' the kimmer 
I scarcely was equalled, ootrivalled by neen. 



A HUKKICANE: 

A SAWMILL SKETCH. 

Ae awfu' day, the ninth o' March, 
The win' blew wild an' lood, 

The drivin' snaw, like pooder'd starch, 
Flew fiercely thro' the wood. 

Oor millie stood upon a hill 
An' faced the angry north. 

An' when wild Boreas blew his fill. 
The rogue he tried oor worth. 

We climbed the hill wi' courage high, 

Weel primed wi' halesome brose, 
Expectin' ere the day should die 
" To earn a night's repose." 
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We trimmed the saws wi' ardour keen, 

An' faces fixed an' grim, 
Then clapp'd oor han's wi' dochty mien, 

An' shook ilk nether lim'. 



PufF, puff ! the engine 's on at last, 
We 're wirkin' fast an' hard. 

But, gracious ! foo the whistlin' blast 
Oor bravest efforts marr'd. 

The dust rose up in blindin' showers. 
The snaw blew in like smoke, 

But still we wrocht wi' a' oor powers, 
An' ne'er a wird we spoke. 

The sawdust to oor cheeks adhered 
An' formed a kind o' crust, 

The snaw drift in oor hair an* beard 
United wi' the dust 

Oor een glared frae their socket holes 

As reid as danger lichts ; 
Alas ! the windows o' oor souls 

Were sore an' sorry sichts. 

But higher yet an' looder still 
Comes on the dreadfu' gale, 

An' staves an' slabs flew thro' the mill 
Like rattlin' sho'ers o' haiL 
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The trees fa' wi' a fearfu' rap, 

The iron horse stan's still, 
An' " Foggieloan," oor laborer chap, 

Flees hurtlin' thro' the mill. 



The win' lifts up the barrow lad 

An' bears him thro' the air, 
Still clingin' to the stilts like mad, 

A hunder yairds an' mair. 

Each looks into his fellow's iace^ 

As silent as the tomb ; 
We thocht an earthquake had ta'en place, 

Or else the day o' doom. 

As if wi' ae accord ilk man 

At last pits on his coat. 
Then each took to his heels, an' ran, 

Like shadows, frae the spot. 

An' ne'er a look was cast ahin'. 

But each, wi' grimy face. 
Ran doon the hill thro' snaw an' win' 

As if the Deil gied chase. 

We reached oor hames by Heaven's grace. 

An' sae oor waes did en' ; 
But Gweed keep me frae sic a place 

On sic a day again. 
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MAGGIK 

I 'm list'nin' to the wild birds' cry 

Eesoondin' frae the coirie, 
I hear aul' Echo's weird reply 

Ring frae the mountains hoaiy. 

Far owre the muir in yon wee biel, 

Upon the braeside shaggy, 
The lassie lives that I lo'e weel — 

My bonnie, modest Maggie. 

Chorus — 
Bonnie Maggie, winsome Maggie, 

Maggie wi' the hert o' fire. 
Name an' fame are nocht to me ; 

Maggie 's a' my soul's desire. 

The winds may blaw, the rain may fa', 
The skies look dull an' dreary. 

They 're nocht to me, sae I '11 awa' 
An' see my lo'esome dearie. 

Hills piled on hills aroon' me rise. 
The roads are roch an' craggy. 

But, ah ! they lead to Paradise, 
To bonnie, modest Maggie. 

Chorus — 
Bonnie Maggie, modest Maggie, 

Maggie wi' the hert o' fire. 
Name and fame are nocht to me ; 

Maggie 's a' my soul's desire. 
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A MATEKNAL HAKANGUE. 

Hie, Johnnie ! ye nickum, my certes, ye *re croose ! 

To cry at the pleeceman ; pack aff to the hoose 

An' get at yer lessons, this instant o' time ! 

Feint haet there 's in you, min, o' reason or rhyme. 

Pack aff to the hoose, Sir ! ye *re waur gin a bairn — 

Nae won'er the Dominie needs to be stern. 

You "winnaT* ye scoon'rel, think black, burnin' 

shame ; 
But ye '11 hear aboot this when yer fadder comes hame. 

The ill-gaitet foomert, to tell me as rauckle — 
Yer fadder's big belt wi* the black iron buckle 
Will leave a reminder for some time to come 
O' this day's behaviour. Ay, weel may ye bum ! 
Ye aur idle nickum ! Ye ill-grantet geet ! 
Fich! fie! dicht yer nose ! Dinna stan' there an' greet. 
Pack aff to the hoose, ay, an' sit there as tame 
An' quaet as pussy till fadder comes hame. 

Ay, bum'le an' greet noo, ye hen-herted lump ; 
There 's nae ane like me ! aye harrass'd wi' a scamp ; 
When oot o' my sicht it 's a kin' o' relief, 
Tho' dootless ye 're aye i' the hert o' mischief. 
But, certes ! at this time ye '11 pey for yer quirkin', 
Ye big, royefc footer ! It 's time ye wis wirkin'. 
Ye 'd need to gie impidence ! maybe it 's " game " — 
But ye '11 suffer for this when yer fadder comes hame, 

Gweed, gracious, it's awfu' ! to tell me ye " widna;" 
I raelly believe noo ye 'U say that ye didna. 
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Aye 1 fat 's that ye 're mumblin' ? Ye 're gaun to be 

gweed, 
Ay, weel, Johnnie laddie, ye 're sair i' the need — 
But fa can believe ye ? Sae afben, ye ken, 
Ye 've promised to never provoke me again. 
But tackle yer beuk, an' I '11 aiblins proclaim 
A treaty o' peace ere yer fadder comes hame. 



PADDY'S IDEA. 

Blazes and buttermilk ! why don't our gentry 
Stay in ould Ireland and squander their cash ? 

\Miile poverty stands at our doors like a sentry, 
In London or Paris they 're cutting a dash. 

By jabers ! I 'm thinking now, Judy, my honey. 
Their cry about Home Rule and this thing and that. 

Is not what we 're wanting so much as the money 
They 're raking away from the land of poor Pat. 

'Tis true, we're not burthen'd with great lots of 
learning, 

But how can we get it ? There 's just where it lies. 
Let wise legislators and men of discerning 

Provide us tlie means and we '11 open their eyes. 

God send us Home Eule and such wise legislation 
As tends to give toilers the fruits of their toil. 

And that will give peace to this down-trodden nation, 
And then sweet content will take root in our soil. 
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MARY: 

A DISCARDED SWAIN'S LAMENT. 
Tune—" Gae fetch to me a pint o* wine." 

Gae twine for me a garland green, 

Cuird frae the weary weepin' willows — 
My blythesome happy days are deen, 

Since Jock 's come owre the stormy billows. 
Blaw lood, ye northern blasts, blaw lood, 

An' scream, ye nicht-birds, wild and scary ; 
I needna care, she 's mine nae mair — 

She whom I calFd my bonnie Mary. 

Oh, place me on some battle plain 

'Mang flashin' claymores sharp an' bloody, 
'Mid ghastly piles o' gory slain, 

Aneuch to fear a common bodie. 
I '11 never flinch nor thraw my face. 

But fecht like some incarnate fury ; 
What, what care I how soon I die, 

Since I hae lost my bonnie Mary. 

Why did he seek fair Scotia's soil ? 

Why did he cross the briny ocean ? 
Why did he on the fair one smile, 

The shrine o' my fond hert's devotion ? 
Why did he not in famed Hong-Kong, 

Or some sic ither country tarry ? 
An' nae come here, for I am seer 

'T will break my heit to los^ my Mary. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



168 THE SAWMILL. 

Nane ken the anguish that I feel, 

But she, come time, may yet discover, 
An' curse the day she sent away 

Her faithfu*, tender-herted lover. 
I 'm young an' strong, the earth is wide, 

The boat awaits me at the ferry, 
An' I but wait the comin' tide, 

To leave for aye my winsome Mary. 

As for my rival — shallow fool — 

My words 'bout him will nae be mony ; 
I can't, Gweed kens, blaw oot his brains, 

Because he ne'er was blest wi' ony. 
His hingin' lip micht fear the French, 

In common phrase—" He 's nae the berrie ; " 
But he has won my faithless wench — 

Which says nae much for bonnie Mary. 



THE SAWMILL. 

Hurrah ! for the roar o' the mill, my boys, 

Hurrah, for the roar o' the mill ! 
There 's music to us in its shrill, shriekin' noise. 

As it shouts to the clachan an' hill. 

It rips up the trees wi' the greatest o' ease, 
An' tears oot their hert wi' a growl ; 

A blast o' its breath gars ye shak' i' yer claith. 
Then, hurrah ! for its echoin' howl. 
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A grind o' its teeth an' the tree gings in twa 

That ance was the pride o' the hill ; 
The biggest an' brawest maun quickly sing sraa' 

When brocht into touch vn! the mill. 

The aulden time sawyers micht wirk wi' much sowl, 

Frae mornin' to nicht in a pit, 
But the glorious mill, wi' a thund'rin' growl, 

Kips a tree ere they 'd planted their fit. 

Then, howl awa', growl awa', glorious mill ! 

Noo aff wi' a thund'rin whirr ; 
We 'U gird on yer bilt, an' yer teeth will be felt 

In the hert o' the lordliest fir. 

The souch o* the win' as it sichs thro' the trees, 

Is a souch that I like weel to hear ; 
But the roar o' the mill, as it floats on the breeze, 

Has its charms for the practical ear. 



TO ANNIE. 

Says Robin, "Life's a gallin' load," 

An' we may say so, too, Annie ; 
But wi' a steadfast trust in God, 

We '11 aiblins trachal thro', Annie. 
For houp 's the bricht, the guidin' star 

Gies courage to the sea-toss'd tar, 
That cheers the smitten man o' war. 

An' winds life's clock anew, Annie. 



11 
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Misfortune's cloods may owre us loom, 

An' wae in sho'ers may fa', Annie ; 
But Houp will sun-like pierce the gloom 

An' chase the cloods awa', Annie. 
Sweet, Grod-sent Houp 's the only thing 

To gar us drap oor cares and sing ; 
It cheers us like the flo'ers in spring 

That peep up thro' the snaw, Annie. 

When sorrow rankles in yer breast, 

An' fills it to the core, Annie, 
Still bravely trust an' houp the best — 

There 's sunshine yet in store, Annie. 
Nae mair wi' fortune fret an' chide, 

But look aye for the brichter side ; 
Eemember that this wardle wide 

Is God's for evermore, Annie. 

The best o' freens on earth maun pairt, 

An' sae maun you an' I, Annie ; 
But I will baud thee in my hert 

Until the day I die, Annie. 
I '11 ne'er forget the dear, aul' hoose 

Where we hae been sae blythe an' croose, 
But fancy, like a bird let loose, 

Will ever thereward fly, Annie. 



— «f • 
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VITUPEKATION. 

In Bon-Accord, some years ago, there lived a sturdy 

dame, 
Wha, for vituperative speech, had won unrivalled 

fame. 
Her forcy, pointed epithets were always crisp and 

thorny ; 
For hame-made wirds an' pithy slang she 'd held the 

licht to Horny. 
The scaly creatures o' the deep she sauld for mony 

years : 
In vendin' whilk her lusty voice assailed the starry 

spheres ; 
An* woe to him or her who dared to say her fish were 

smellin', 
Their characters were soon supplied in vivid lines an' 

tellin'. 
A droothy wit, ca'd Macolm Spark — a native o' the 

toon — 
Whase wild exploits an' witty hits had won him wide 

renoon, 
Had heard o' Kirsty Clincher's great vituperative 

talents, 
An' ae day, owre a freenly mug, wi' ither droothy 

callants. 
Declared that he 'd abuse her fish an' fecht her wi' his 

tongue. 
While they averred he *d neither wit, nor nerve, nor 

strength o' lung 
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For sic a feat, but if he liked they 'd wager each a 

trifle 
That Kirsty's vig'rous length o' tongue would soon his 

rhetoric stifle. 



" Don't crow until ye see, my freens," retorts the eager 
Spark ; 

"I'll score a win, believe me, lads, an' hae a jolly 
lark. 

* My plan 's nae jist exactly new — but nae mair tittle- 
tattle ! 

Come on, an' let me win my bets, I 'm thirstin' for the 
battle." 

They stake their bets, they ring the bell, anew they 
slake their thirst. 

Then licht their weeds and sally cot in quest o' fam- 
ous Kirst ; 

Nor seek they lang, "Fresh fish ! fresh fish!" rings 
frae a streetlet narrow. 

An' there at han' Stan's strappin' Kirst beside her 
pond'rous barrow. 

Spark marches up, an' wi' a face as calm 's a Grecian 
god's. 

Inspects her finny stock-in-trade o' baddies, sethes, an' 
cod; 

He handles, e'es, an' sniffs the fish, wi' critical acumen. 

Until a thund'rous-lookin' clood on Kirsty's broo is 
loomin'. 



* Spark's plan of campaign is based on one ascribed to Dr. Johnson for 
similar occasion. 
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He tak's a codlin* by the gills, the price o' 't gravely 

speers — 
"A groat," says Kirsfc, "an' naething less;" Spark 

thunderstnick appears. 
" A groat ! " he cries, in much surprise, but to his 

conu-ades winkin'," 
" A groat for that wee, wizened thing ! I ver'ly think 

it's stinkinV' 
" What 's thafc you say, ye dirty scamp ? '' the angry 

dame replies, 
Wi' cheeks as reid as partin-backs, an* lichtnin' in her 

eyes; 
'*Foo daur ye slur my caller fish? ye low-bred, 

shilpit monkey ! 
Ging oofc o' sicht an' hide yer heid, yer lugs bespeak 

the donkey." 
" Haud, hand ! " cries Spark, " ye Hyperbole, pray stop 

an' cool yer tongue, 
I didna mean to slur yer fish, they 're fresh eneuch for 

dung. 

Ay, Hyperbole, I'll say't again, withoot the least 

compunction, 
You od'rous Circumbendibus, you corpulent Conjunc- 
tion ; " 
Here Kirsty gazed wi' moo an' een in horrified amaze, 
" I ne'er was ca'd sic names afore," she gasped, ** in a' 

my days. 
But, by ma faith, ye '11 suffer for't, ye fool-mou'd 

drunken duffer, 
Tho' I shou'd spen' my hin'maist rap for summonses, 

ye '11 suffer ! 
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Ye souda-heidet, brand y-beaket, drumstick-legget 

prig, 
Pack afF, ye skate, an' throw yerseF across the Union 

Brig, 
Or wash yer mou' an' scrape yer tongue at Fiddler's 

wall, for drinkin' ; 
For, judging by yer talk, it's them an' nae the fish 

that 's stinkin'." 
Here Kirsty paused for want o' breath, an' Spark 

tak's up the sticks — 
"Go to, you crude, irregular Verb, you truculent 

Prefix ! 
You Hyphen, Semi-colon, Dash, you Period, you 

Comma ! 
The vera air is reekin' wi' yer piscot'ry aroma. 
Besides, they say, an' I believe 't, although you craw 

sae croose. 
You've got a Parallelogram somewhere aboot yer 

hoose ; 
An' mair than that, you've Diagrams an' visitors 

erratic. 
As weel 's an aul' Hypothenuse concealed aboot yer 

attic." 
Peer Kirsty fairly wept wi' wrath, she felt hersel' un- 
done ; 
She'd never heard sic words afore frae man nor 

mither's son. 
"i/e keep an aul' Hypotinoos, ye ill-intentioned 

villain ; 
I ne'er wis even'd to the like, an' owe nae man a 

shillin' ! " 
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But here peer Kirsty's po'ers o' speech went fairly cot 

o' tune, 
An', wi' an incoherent burst, she piteously broke doon. 
Spark's lauchin' comrades bore him afF, that he had 

won declarin', 
An', wi' a string o' lengthy words, he left peer Kirsty 

starin'. 



A LOVELORN FARMER'S LAMENT. 

Oh ! this Love 's a waefu' lottery, 
An' it mak's a man a bairn ; 

I 'm an unsuccessfu' vot'ry 
For the han' o' Pheemie Fern. 

Witchin' woman ! fair an' fickle, 
I hae worshipped at thy shrine ! 

An' I find it 's but a rickle 
0* the maist uncertain kin*. 

I 'm a puir, unhappy farmer, 
An' my hert is cut in twain 

By a rosy-cheeket charmer. 
Whom, alas ! I 've lo'ed in vain. 

She was comely, neat, an' dainty, 
She was a' the warl' to me ; 

She was barely sax an' twenty, 
I am scarcely sixty-three. 
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Oh ! cor ages clinket neatly, 
An' the stream o' life wad glide 

To the en' as smooth an' sweetly, 
Gin she 'd only be my bride. 

Sweet 's her face ! an' fair an' ruddy — 
But her charms I canna sketch ; 

She 's a beauty, she 's a study, 
She 's a hertless little witch ! 

She 's a black-e'ed wee bit deemie, 
Wi' a waist as ticht 's a drum ; 

Oh ! sweet Pheemie, dearest Pheemie ! 
You micht jist hae liked me some. 

She can sing like ony birdie, 
She 's as soople as the fawn ; 

Pheemie, darlin', say the wirdie 
That mak's me a happy man. 

But she says she winna tak' me. 
An' I 'm beggar'd, I 'm undone ! 

For there 's naething else can mah^ me 
Underneath the shinin' sun. 

Gin an angry stirk wid gore me 
I wad welcome sic relief ; 

May the lift fa' doon an' smore me, 
An' sae en' me an' my grief. 
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MARY ON THE ROCKS. 

Ye nicht birds sae scary 

Gie ear to yer Mary, 
An' bear ye this message awa' to my Bill, 

Oh, tell him his dearie 

Is sad, sad, an' weary. 
An' tell him my bosom can never be stilj. 

Chorus — 

The tempest is howlin', nicht phantoms are prowlin', 
I see their dark shadows glide swift owre the lea ; 

The breakers are dashin', the lichtnin's are flashin' ; 
Oh, Willie, my darlin', hoo fares it wi' thee ? 

Oh ! tell him I 'm lonely. 

An' sigh for him only, 
An' tell him my hert will be always his ain ; 

The wild, stormy ocean 

Has seen my devotion. 
An' surely will send me my laddie again. 

The sea-winds are cryin'. 

The wild waves replyin', 
The great surgin' billows are frantic wi' glee ; 

Reid lichtnin's are gleamin' 

Aroon' me while dreamin' 
O' him that 's adrif fc on the wild, stormy sea. 

A vision comes owre me — 
He ri^es afore me — 
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See, see ! hoo he smiles owre the foam-crested wave ; 
His eyes they are beamin', 
Wi' love they are teemin' — 

My ain bonnie Willie, the fearless an' brave. 

The brave an' true-hearted 

Ance mair has departed ; 
May God be his pilot this nicht on the main ; 

That omen will cheer me, 

1 11 think that he 's near me, 
An' pray that the morrow will bring him again. 

Chorus — 

The tempest is howlin', nicht phantoms are prowlin' 
I see their dark shadows glide swift owre the lea ; 

The breakers are dashin', the lichtnin's are flashin' ; 
Oh, Willie, my darlin', hoo fares it wi' thee 1 



MY FIRST EXPERIENCE OF CITY LIFE : 

AN OLD MAN'S REMINISCENCE OF 60 YEARS AGO. 

A thrivin' farm, nigh to the crystal Dee, 
My father held when first I saw the licht ; 

I was the last o' seven sons, to me. 

Therefore, belangs the gift o' " second sicht." 

That is the seventh son's heritage, ye see. 
Gin Aulden Saws could be believed aricht ; 

My claims, I doot hooe'er, in this connexion 

Were overlook'd by some sad misdirection. 
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I grew and throve upon that pleasant farm 

Till twenty times the wheel o* time had turned, 

An' I had strength o' limb, an' pith o' arm, 
That aft in pride, life's minor trials spurned ! 

An' tho' my sympathies were broad an' warm, 
A kin' o' " pride o' life " within me burned ; 

An' tho' my life was neither wild nor idle, 

I aiblins had some lib'ral length o' bridle. 

There were nae railways in those early times, 
An' fouks were seldom vera far frae hame ; 

Oor lives were like the flow o' simple rhymes — 
Smooth, fresh, an' innocent, if rather tame. 

We never thocht o' Christmas pantomimes. 
Nor Opera bouflfes, nor things o' siclike name ; 

Some rare performance in a bam, was a' 

We saw o' things dramatic there awa'. 

Thus twenty years had smoothly stown away, 

An' I had ne'er beheld the busy toon, 
Until ae chilly, bleak, an' wintry day 

My father said he 'd like to sen' me doon 
To " brither John's," my uncle, I should say, 
Wha held in Aiberdeen a high renoon. 
"It's cauld," says mither, wi' maternal pity, 
" Ne'er min'," says I, " I '11 see the Granite City. 

" I lang to see the busy haunts o' man, 

I 'd like to look upon their modes o' life. 
Their michty biggin's I would like to scan. 
Their to'ers an' spires, an' ither wonders rife. 
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Nay, I '11 be wi' ye ere the mornin* dawn, 

E'en tho' the win's keep up their blust'rin' strife. 
Toots ! Mither mine, ye mauna seek to keep me, 
I'm young an' strong, an what on earth could 
wheep me 1 

" Of course, 1 '11 wear my best Lochaber bonnet — 
Fouk maun be stylish when they gang abroad ; 

My Sunday's plaidie, too, I '11 better don it ; 
Noo, *ta, ta, a','" says I, an' tak's the road. 

An', wi' a hert as licht 's a lover's sonnet, 
Alang my wye wi' lusty steps I strode ; 

The roads were stiff, but still I kent nae tire. 

My hert was throbbin' fu' o' youthfu' fire. 

Keen blew the win', still I kept up my pace. 

An' even gloried in the nippin' air ; 
For I, like a' oor hardy, healthy race, 

Could a' varieties o' weather dare ; 
An' sae, wi' boondin' hert an' ruddy face, 

I scudded on, five miles an hoor an' mair. 
Sax hoors I trampt, wi' eager strides I ween. 
Then trod the causey o' braif Aiberdeen. 

What glorious sichts an' scenes were there for me, 
Wha ne'er had looked on city life afore, 

Wi' een an' mou' I gazed in ecstacy. 
My hert enraptured to its inmaist core. 

The people wondered wha the " gum " could be, 
Dress'd in the garb oor honest fathers wore, 

That stared sae glaikit at ilk triflin' scene ; 

Some winkt an' whispered, " Goshtie me, he's 
green ! " 
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An' sae I wis ! would I were sae again ! 

Yet, no, I dinna. That 's a foolish thocht : 
To bear the disappointments an' the pain, 

An' fecht life's battles as they maun be focht ; 
To seek for pleasure, wi' a giddy brain, 

Which is, when found, a trifle less than nocht. 
E'en tho' the future be wi' cloods owrecast, 
I 've nae hert-langin' to re-live the past. 

But, frien's, excuse this silly, short digression, 
I 'm ill for wan'rin' f rae my text, ye know ; 
" A common faut," ye say, " nae innovation." 

Weel, lat 's resume — bless me, my mem'ry 's slow. 

Far did I leave mysel' ? In contemplation 
0' a' the ferlies o' the city's show. 

I gazed in wonderment wi' mou' an' een 

Until my erran' was forgotten clean. 

I wandered slow alang the leadin' street, 

As ane micht wander on a foreign strand, 
An' there, by some strange freak o' fate, I meet 
A man wha shak's me warmly by the hand. 
" Weel met, my friend ! this is indeed a treat," 

Says he, in accents maist ooncommon bland ; 
" I knew your worthy sire, as well 's your mother, 
In short, we 're distant friends to one another. 

" And if you like, my friend, I '11 let you see 
Our local lions— all that 's to be seen ! 
You * would indeed 1 ' then come along with me, 
I know each hole and bore of Aberdeen. 
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I once was green myself, as green could be, 
And so my hobby is to help the * green ' ; 
And more than that, my blooming, rural swell, 
You *re like your father, whom I knew so well. 

" But, if you 're hungry, let 's before we start, 
My lodgings visit, then proceed from thence ; 

I '11 entertain you, Sir, with all my heart, . 
As if you were a Marquis, Duke, or Prince. 

A distant friend should play a friendly part — 
Nay, do not smile 1 with me there 's no pretence ; 

But of myself I do not care to speak, 

A man of modest worth is Simon Sleek." 

Adoon a slopin' street he leads the way. 
An' thro* a dirty lane, ooncommon narrow ; 

Frae side to side hings claes in droll array, 
A ragman shouts aside his motley barrow ; 

Some ragged youngsters mak' a roarin' " play," 
Some drag a muckle server like a harrow. 

I look'd aroon' me, an' I thocht it droll 

A man like Sleek should live in sic a hole. 

At last he stops afore a dingy dwallin'. 

Assails the door, three rippets on the centre, 

An' quick as thocht, at least as quick 's I 'm tellin*. 
The door is opened an' we 're ask'd to enter. 

A grey gramalkin mak's some caterwaulin', 
A mongrel cm' jumps up an' greets my mentor, 

A wrinkled dame, wi' peaket nose an' chin, 

Salutes us blandly wi' a gracious grin. 
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" Ha, Mother Sly 1 " says honest Simon Sleek, 
" Behold before you my especial friend 
Fresh from the country, but, before we speak, 

He 's rather pickish, let 's to that attend. 
Such privileges come not every week, 

So grace and welcome with our off rings blend." 
Then Mother Sly produced a butt'ry loafie, 
An* poor'd me oot a steamin' cup o' coffee. 

I ate some mou'fu's o' the guid white breid. 
An' drunk the steamin' cup wi' hungry zest ; 

But seen I hear a ringin' in my heid. 
An' feel a bumin' in my brain an' breist. 
" Gweed help 's," thinks I, " in ilka time o' need, 
An' this whate'er it be at ance arrest." 

But, loshtie me ! instead o' things improvin', 

I felt the wheels o' life were backward movin'. 

" Oh, gracious Gweedness, foo my senses reel ! 

Some watter, frien's, my vera brain 's on fire ; 
Dear life ! foo strange an' mis'rable I feel. 

Gin this continue, life maun seen expire. 
A' natur's whirlin' like a spinnin' wheel ! 

My soul an' sense are sinkin' in the mire ! " 
I ^nldly cried an' tried to reach tlie door. 
But senseless fell upon the earthen floor. 

Foo lang I lay is mair than I can tell, 

But when I wauken'd frae the horrid trance 

I raise — but nae exactly where I fell — 

An' look'd aboot me, wi' a frichten'd glance. 
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My first conjectur' wis, " Can this be Hell 1 " 

But na, the dirty lane I kent at ance. 
The stars were shinin' an' the win's were sobbin', 
An', megstie me, sirs ! foo my heid wis throbbin'. 

I socht my watch to ascertain the time — 

The watch my father gied me when a child — 

But judge o' my dismay, ye powers sublime ! 
My watch was stown, an' I wis almost wild. 

I heard a clock its midnicht message chime, 
Its peals fresh fuel upon my anger piled. 

My watch wis stown as weel 's my chyne an' purse, 

I thocht o' Sleek an' framed a bitter curse. 

My bleed wis surgin' like an' angry tide, 
I felt beside mysel' wi' frantic rage ; 
" Wis there, " thocht I, "in a' this wardle wide, 
A wretch like Sleek on life's big, motley stage ? 

The smooth-tongued hypocrite, the deevil's guide, 
The ugly blot on human hist'ry's page." 

Wi' thochts like these I left the hated lane, 

An' bent my trem'lin' steps for hame again. 

I reached the hamestead wi' the dawn o' day, 
Eicht glaid ance mair to see the halloVd spot, 

I met wi' naething unco by the way, 
But, ah ! my father's message wis forgot. 

Soul-sick an' sad, I kentna fat to say, 

But tauld him I wis robbed, an' a' fat not. 

Dear dad ! he smiled, an' said " There 's little harm, 

Thank God, my laddie, that you've reached the 
farm." 
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Nigh sixty years hae slippit past since then, 
My parents, too, lang since hae pass'd away ; 

For Simon Sleek, " aul' Hairry " may explain, 
I We never seen him since that fatef u' day. 

You yet may see the little, dirty lane, 

But " Mother's *' hoose has crumbled to decay ; 

At midnicht still, the caterwaulin' race 

Hand noisy revels at that gweedless place. 



TERENCE TO KATHLEEN. 

Now with my affections don't trifle. 
You '11 drive me clane mad if you do ; 

I '11 blow out my brains with a rifle 
If slighted, mavoumeen, by you. 

You gave me the slip once already, 

And left me in sorrow to pine ; 
Now don't say me ** Nay," Miss O'Grady I 

Swate Kathleen, now, won't you be mine ? 

Now, darlint, give over your snarling. 
Don't turn up your dear, little nose ; 

Why don't you say " Terence, my darling, 
Forever I 'm thine — ^I suppose 1 " 

Why, bless you, we 're both getting ould, love, 

Tho' hearty as ever we were, 
And age is an honour, I 'm tould, love — 
Och ! we '11 be a glorious pair. 
12 
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What say you now, Kathleen, my honey. 
To go to the chapel with me 1 

Of course, I 've got plenty of money 
To pay the ould parson his fee. 

" Be tbrue ! " why 1 11 give you my davy ! 
As thrue as the heart of Saint Mick ! 
Just you take the word of a naavy — 
The naavy himself if you like. 

Ach ! now by the shamrock of Ireland, 
You 're smiling, my battle is won ! 

Arrah, by the bog and the mireland, 
I 'm fairly — Saint Pathrick ! — undone. 

Now, Kathleen, give over your blarney. 
Already you 've tazed me too long ! 

Each son of my father, ould Barney, 
Was good at resenting a wrong. 

Swate, Kathleen, you 're mine now for ever ! 

Come hither and listen to this — 
You think you 're down-Derry right clever. 

But there, now, I've stolen a kiss. 



NABOTH'S YAIRDIK 

A MAN ca'd Naboth lived lang syne, 
As in First Kings 't is taul' us. 

He had a yairdie, as ye '11 min', 
Aside King Ahab's Palace. 
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Noo Naboth's was a bonnie yaird 

Frae centre to the border, 
An* neither time nor toil he spared 

To keep it in gweed order. 

An' weel he lo'ed his little lot, 

It was his patrimony ; 
But Ahab saw the shinin' spot, 

An' thocht it unco bonnie. 



Thinks he, " That plottie maun be mine, 

I 'm needin' sic a yairdie, 
For fi^rowin' herbs 't will suit me fine ; 

I '11 compensate the lairdie/' 

The King wi' Naboth meets in coorse ; 

Says he, " My man, come hither ! 
I want that little yaird o' yours. 

An' 1 11 gie you anither. 

" Or if you 're mair in need o' cash, 
I '11 pey 't, withoot a snigger ; 
There needna be the slichtest fash, 
Sae jist you name yer figur'." 

Peer Naboth slowly clawed his held. 
His wits had gien a gleanin'. 

As yet he hardly un'ersteed 
His royal neeper's meanin'. 
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At last he gasped an' strangely stared, 
Wi' inward feelin' pantin' ; 
" What's this you say aboot a yaird ? 
Is 't my bit Ian' ye 're wantin' 1" 

" Jist that, my frien',*' the King replies, 
Wi' 's stick the lowse yird dargin', 

" Sae Naboth, man, jist name yer price. 
An' lat 's conclude the bargain." 

" My Lord, ye needna drive the wedge, 
I couldna live withoot it, 
I canna sell my heritage, 
Sae dinna think aboot it." 

" Ye '11 hae to sell't, I tell ye plain, 
I for a gairden wint it ; 
An' I 'm yer sov'reign King, ye ken, 
Sae sell, or ye '11 repent it." 

" I dinna care a dockin blade," 
Says Naboth, waxin' sturdy ; 

" Tho' ye were King o' a' that 's made, 
I 'm nae to sell my yairdie." 

Then Ahab turned upon his heel. 

As wrpth as ony fury. 
An' inly cursed the stubborn chiel. 

For bein' sae contrary. 
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He socht his hame, foon' faut wi* a'. 

Syne on his bed he flappet, 
An' turned his visage to the wa', 

An' e'en his heid he happit. 

Then in cam' Jezebel, his Queen — 

In truth a royal tartar ; 
Says she, " Noo, what's come owre ye, min ? 

Wh&t ails the royal martyr ? " 

He tells her a', this michty King, 

An', adds he, '*Mair by token, 
I've set my min' upon this thing. 

An', fegs, I 'm jist hert-broken." 

She heard him oot, syne leuch, an' said, 
"Are ye the King o' Israel ? 
But cheer yer hert, an' leave yer bed, 
I'll sort this son o' Jezreel." 

The sinfu' jaud syne wrote a screed. 

In Ahab's name she wrote it, 
In whilk she thus, wi' wicked speed. 

Peer Naboth's murder plottet : 

" Ye Chiefs o' Jezreel mak' a fast, 
Gie Naboth ilka prefrance, 
Speak grandly o* his eesfu' past, 
An' hear his words wi' defrance. 
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"An' when ye Ve played at this a while, 
Gret twa gey weirdless callan's 
To say that Naboth 's a' that 's vile, 
An' that 11 turn the balance. 

" Mak' seer they say his pious worth 
Is only empty schemin' ; 
That they hae heard him, south an' north, 
The King an' God blasphemin'. 

" Syne lead the billie owre the hill. 
An' there ye '11 en' the bubble 
By steenin' him, wi' richt gweedwill, 
Until he 's oot o' trouble." 

They gat an' read the royal screed. 
An' maister'd a' its sections ; 

An' Naboth seen was steened to deid, 
Accordin' to directions. 

They then apprised the royal pair 
That they micht tak' their wird noo 

That Naboth wadna fash them mair. 
For he was in the yird noo. 

Then Jezebel, richt pleased an' prood. 
Says, " Man, I 've been yer makin', 

The yaird ye couldna get for gowd 
May noo be yours for takin'." 
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Says Ahab, " Jezebel, my Queen, 

Ye 're worthy o' yer station ; 
I '11 spnish me up, an' mak' me clean. 

An' ging an' tak' possession." 

But what they did displeased the Lord, 
Wha said their doom He 'd ring yet ; 

An' by Elijah sent them wird 
They 'd suffer for this thing yet. 

The King was sad, abased himsel' 

In penitent contrition ; 
But as for wicked Jezebel, 

She leuch in mad derision. 

An' when the Lord saw Ahab's grief 
An' heard foo sad he mumbled, v 

He said, *'Yer faut's owrelooked, in brief. 
Because yer hert is humbled ; 

" But as for Jezebel, she 's bad. 

An' winna think o' mendin'. 

Her sentence canna be reca'd, 

She '11 hae an awfu' endin'." 



An' sae she had, peer, sinfu' dame, 
'T was a' that wis suggested ; 

An' even yet her vera name 
Is everywhere detested. 
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They threw her frae a window high, 
At furious Jehu's biddin', 

An' trampled her an' let her lie, 
Like carrion on a midden. 

An', syne a pack o' hungry curs 
Cam' rinnin' to secure her. 

An' in a trice, wi' glutt'nous wurs. 
They lit'rally devoor her. 

They tear her flesh, her bleed they lap 
Wi' gruesome gabs an' ruddy ; 

'T was awf u' ! Let 's the curtain drap 
Upon a scene sae bloody. 



The Lord abhors the crooked plan. 
The earth is His, ilk acre ; 

An' nocht but truth an' justice can 
Gie pleasure to oor Maker. 

By love He rules baith Ian' an' sea, 
An' deeds the hills an' meadows ; 

An' what He wants o* you an' me 
Is jist to dee as He dis. 



^<^ 
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FELINA: A TALE. 

(Being Lines for a Lady's Album.) 

Some lines for your album you want me to write ; 

That's something I Ve never yet ettled ; 
But if you must have them, and have them to-night 

Why— well, ma'am, just say that it 's settled. 

They need not be pretty, nor full of conceits, 
Nor anything bearing on conscience ; 

Nor yet overburdened with musical sweets, 
But just a bit good-going nonsense. 

But, mercy me, madam ! you sadly mistake : 
My muse is la grande and imperious ; 

For pretty conceits, why, we just " take the cake," 
And we 're nothing if not hyper-serious. 

But if you must have it so, very well, ma'am. 
We '11 try it, and maybe we '11 carry it ; 

We '11 whistle " Jim Crow " and " Cheer up. Uncle 
Sam," 
As we yoke ourselves into your chariot. 

In the days of lang syne lived a fine tabby cat. 
And her maiden name was Miss Felina ; 

And the lady who owned her for hours often sat, 
And strok'd her smooth back, sleek and clean, ah I 

One day Miss Felina, as usual, went out, 
And her mistress last heard her a-mewin' 

Adown by a hoary, time-crumbling redoubt, 
Which loc'Uy was known as "The Ruin." 
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Felina was death on the rats and the mice, 
And her hunts to " The Ruin '' extended ; 

But whether she ate them — Felina was nice — 
On the state of her larder depended. 

That day a great rat of the grey northern type 
She chased to this wall old and crumbling, 

And just as Felina was squeezing its pipe, 
The natives afar heard a tumbling. 

The neighbours they ran to the scene of the fall, 
And they gazed on the stones old and hoary ; 

But Felina's sleek tail-point, projecting, was all 
That they saw of her tragical story. 



Thus, madam, concludeth Felina's sad tale : 
I grant you it tends to the tragic ; 

But then that 's my cuUus ; you know very well 
One can't change his style as by magic. 



LILY. 

O' a' the sweet lassies, an' I Ve seen a hantle, 
There 's neen o' them a' like young Lily to me ; 

There 's virtue, methinks, in the hem o' her mantle, 
An', Oh ! what a po'er 's in her bonnie black e'e. 

Chorus — 
She 's lovely, she 's pretty, she 's lively, an' witty, 

Her leal, lovin' bosom is constant an' true ; 
She 's wise as she 's bonnie, unrivalled by ony, 
An* heaven's ain sunshine sits bricht on her broo. 

-^—'^ ^.^ 
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She 's fresh, an' she 's fair as the modest wee daisy,. 

An' blythe as the birdies that sing on the tree ; 
Her bricht shinin' een, they hae sent me half crazy — 
^ But wha could resist it — her bonnie black e'e ? 

We sat by the Dee while the sweet, little birdies 
Were trillin' abeen us, in innocent glee. 

But dearer to me were my Lily's sweet wirdies, 
An' blyther the blink o' her bonnie black e'e. 

Oh ! licht is the hert in my bosom I cairry, 
As ootowre the hill to my dearie I steal ; 

I ken she awaits me, the winsome, young fairy. 
For finely she kens that I 'm constant an' leaL 

Chorus — 

She 's lovely, she 's pretty, she 's lively, an' witty, 
Her leal, lovin' bosom is constant an' true ; 

She 's wise as she 's bonnie, unrivalled by ony. 
An heaven's ain sunshine sits bricht on her broo. 
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A GAME AT THE BROD. 

I SING nae o' war wi* its deadly alarms, 
Nor wine wi' its sparkle an' sense-stealin' charmS| 
Nor sing I o' love wi* its heart-meltin' flame, 
Nor croon-crackin* courage, nor star-reachin' fame. 
I sing o' the Dambrod, that fine, cautious ploy. 
Which men o' a' colours an' creeds can enjoy ; 
The king on the throne an' the man wi' the hod 
Are equal when seated in front o' the brod. 

It 's fine to engage in a weel-battled game 
Wi' neebor or frien' on an eVnin' at hame ; 
A *• loss " e'en gies pleasure, a " draw " gars ye grin, 
An' there 's positive bliss in a weel-eamed " win " ; 
There 's gran' satisfaction in movin', compact, 
Yer men to the onset wi' gumption an' tact ; 
The en'my yer tactics may thwart an' explode — 
That only gies zest to a game at the brod. 
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Then difficult problems are sure to appear, 
An' certain defeat seems annopngly near ; 
You tackle the problem, think weel ere you shift. 
By an' by in the cloods there 's a clear little rift, 
Which gradually broadens an' brightens, an' then 
The problem is solved — ^you have triumphed again. 
The min' thus may rise to the skies frae the clod, 
In fightin' for power ttro' a game at the brod. 

Thus, too, on the far wider dambrod o' life, 
Opposed by temptations, an' error, an' strife, 
Dark problems confront us, an' fill us wi' awe, 
An' aften we canna see thro' them ava ; 
But tackle your problem, though dark and involved 
Time, courage, an' faith will unerringly solve 't ; 
Bright truth ever leads to the starry abode. 
An' solves every problem on life's checkered brod 



OOR AUL'-FARRANT GAME. 

There's some say they canna see aucht in oor game : 
The reason o' that is there 's little in them ; 
There 's little to see in a plain checkered brod — 
As weel look for fio'ers on a hard metalled road ; 
But oor game has a sad in 't for simple an' leam't, 
Though some little gumption 's required to discern 't ; 
Wi' them, sure eneuch, lies the blindness an' blame 
Wha canna see aucht in oor aul-f arrant game. 
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What fine canny caution, what foresicht an' skill, 
What firm concentration, persistence, an' will ; 
What resolute patience to plan an' to plod, 
Are needed to play a good game at the brod ! 
Its years coont by thoosan's, an' still its alive, 
An', mindin' that only the fittest survive. 
We surely are fairly entitled to claim 
A fitness to live for oor aul'-farrant game. 

Oor game minds me aye o' the big game o' life, 
Wi' its losses an' crosses an' problems sae rife, 
Wi' its triumphs an' failures, its cloods an' its rifts, 
Its earnest endeavours, its slips an' its shifts, 
Wi' its sudden collapses, its stumbles an' fa's, 
Wi' its strivin' for wins an' its missin' the draws. 
An' life, wi' its worries — if honest its aim — 
Is sweetened an' cheered by oor aul'-farrant game. 



-)«e 



HUERAH ! FOE A GAME AT THE BEOD. 

The day's wark is owre an' the ev'nin 's oor ain, 
Sae come awa', John, wi' the dambrod an' men, 
We '11 jist hae a game, or I '11 tak' you for three ; 
A game at the brod 's aye a pleasure to me. 
The heichts an' the howes o' life's roch, rocky road 
Are forgot for a time owre a game at the brod. 

Hurrah ! for a game at the brod, my frien'. 
There 's sense in a game at the brod ; 

There 's play you will find for the po'ers o* the mind 
In a weel-battled game at the brod. 
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Some gowks seek for pleasure, an' find it, they think. 
By steepin' their senses in soul-searin' drink ; 
But this kind o' pleasure 's a deil-baited snare, 
An' lands fouk at last in the slough o' despair. 
For smoothin' life's journey an' easin* the load, 
The stoup canna cope wi' a game at the brod. 

The caution an' forethocht conduced by oor game 
Are usefu' attendants abroad an' at hame ; 
An' wrestlin' wi' problems gies grace to the brow. 
An' keen penetration an' pith to the pow. 
For gentle an' simple, for married an' odd, 
There 's pleasure for a' in a game at the brod. 

The min' maun be drumly an' slow to discern 

That fails frae the dambrod a lesson to learn. 

Ae weak, feckless shift aften ruins a game, 

As in life ae false step may lead doonward to shame. 

Let caution an' truth then aye point us the road. 

An' mak' life like a weel-battled game at the brod. 

Then, hey for a game at the brod, my frien', 
There 's pith in a game at the brod ; 

There 's play for the mind as the sharpest will find^ 
In a weel-battled game at the brod. 



A GOOD NEW YEAR (1888). 

Ance mair the muckle wheel o' time 

Has made its annual whurl, 
An' still our game wi' vig'rous prime 

Gings marchin' thro' the wurl*. 

Digitized by Google 



200 A GOOD NEW YEAR (1888). 

An' ance again I wish ye a', 

My brethren, far an' near, 
Owre a' the face o* earth's big ba' 

A happy, good New Year. 

As life's great game moves slowly on, 

Wi' a' its problems gran', 
Try aye, of course, to score a *' win," 

But keep the " draw " in han'. 

An' if mishap or wayward fate 
Your finest play shoruld cross, 

Then dinna glumsh, and gloom, and fret, 
But profit by the loss. 

Grim Death throughout the year that 's dead 
Has played his fell game weel. 

An' numbers o' oor brethren laid 
Within his narrow bieL 

But this we feel, an' hand it fast. 

Despite the heart-felt sigh — 
We feel they 've reached, an' won at last, 

The croon line in the sky. 

Lang may oor game maintain its fame 
Throughout the wardle wide ; 

Lang may it find an honoured hame 
At honest worth's fireside. 

An' brethren o* the brod, ance mair, 

Wi' feelin's warm, sincere, 
I wish ye a' an ample share 

0' bliss throughout the year. ^ . 
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JAMES WYLLIE. 

(The Herd Laddie.) 

I SING o' a hero whose glory an' fame 

Are based on a hamely an' peace-lovin' game ; 

His Avreath is unstained with the blood o' his kind, 

His vict'ries are purely the triumphs o' mind. 

His country, aul' Scotland, is prood o' her son, 

An' prizes the globe-girdin' fame he has won — 

Adjustin' her plaid, wi' a smile an' a nod, 

She welcomes wi' fervour her " Chief o' the Brod." 

We hail him as chief o' the draught-playing clan ; 
A wylier player ne'er shifted a " man ; " 
His name has for lang, an' mayhap ever will. 
Be a dambrod synonym for far-seeing skill. 
Chaotic positions, *' cribb'd, cabin'd, confined," 
To order resolve at the touch o' his mind ; 
A pathway he finds where we see nae a road. 
The veteran Herd Laddie, the " Chief o' the Brod." 

The veteran Herd Laddie, abroad an' at hame. 
Has lang ta'en the lead in this time-honoured 

game; 
The champion's wreath still encircles his brow, 
Tho' age wi' its hoar-frosts has silver 'd his pow ; 
An' still he 's as wylie, as vigorous, an' keen 
As e'en in the days when his manhood was green. 
An' lang may his mind, in its mortal abode. 
Be spared to preside o'er a game at the brod. 
13 
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An' then, when the great game o' life has been 

played, 
An' things, that look dark noo, in licht are arrayed, 
May he find that, in spite o' doubt, darkness, an' sin, 
The last move o' a' was a glorious "win." 
The "end game," the blackness an' darkness o' 

death, 
Can only be read by the bricht e'e o' faith ; 
By faith we can rob the black king o' his prod,* 
An' solve the waurst problems on life's checkered 

brod. 

* Prob or Sting. 

Jje 

A GOOD NEW YEAR (1889). 

(TO THE BRETHREN O' THE BROD.) 

Anither year has closed its een 

Amid a nation's din. 
An' mony moves we 've made an' seen, 

Sin' it was usher'd in. 
Wi' mirth, an' glee, an' herty cheer, 

We 've seen the auld awa'. 
An' noo a happy, good New Year 

I wish to ane an' a'. 

Chorus — 

A good New Year, my brethren a* ; 

May lichtsome be your load. 
An* ilka move advance your game 

On life's big checker'd brod. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



A GOOD NEW YEAR (1889). 203 

Oor game still bauds its honour'd place 

Throughout the wardle wide, 
An* doocely shows its sonsy face 

Whaurever men abide. 
It cheers the thinker's leisure hours, 

Puts care beneath the clod, 
An' pleasure fa's in genial showers 

While musin' owre the brod. 

But some wha wi' *s began the year 

Are deen wi' Time's big game, 
An' noo are in a brichter sphere — 

The everlastin' hame. 
But tho* their souls are ca'd awa'. 

Their dust beneath the sod, 
Oor herts can still embrace them a', 

Oor brethren o' the brod. 

Throughout the year commenced, my frien's. 

May happiness in sho'ers. 
An' bloomin' health an* routh o' means, 

An* a' that 's gweed be yours. 
But as misfortunes may evolve 

In ilka ane's abode. 
May strength be yours to face an' solve 

Each problem on life's brod ! 

An' when life's tournament is o'er. 

Be this oor best renown. 
That every shift was makin' for 

The crown-line an' the crown, 
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My frien's, may mony a win an* draw 
The comin' twalmonth cheer, 

An' ance again I wish you a' 
A happy, good New Year. 

Chorus — 

A good New Year, my brethren a' ; 

May lichtsome be your load, 
An' ilka move advance your game 

On life's big checker'd brod. 



IN MEMORY OF JAMES GUTHRIE. 

(Born 1814. Died 1887.) 

Draughts players a' be-north the Tweed 
Whate'er their rank, whate'er their creed, 
I ween will sadly hing their heid 

An' inly sigh, 
To hear that aul' Jeems Guthrie's deid 

An' left 's for aye. 

Nae mair he '11 play his skilfu' game, 
Nor doucely sit an' watch the same ; 
Nae mair the wily plan he '11 frame 

An' wary shift. 
For noo he 's in the shinin' hame 

Abeen the lift. 

Few, few wi' Jeems, ance on a day. 
Could baud their ain— sae cute his play ; 
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His caution an' his foresicht, sae 

Complete an' subtle, 
Opponents quickly brocht to bay 

An* broke their whuttle. 

An' mony noo, in mony a place, 
Will miss his fine aul', honest face, 
Sae f u* o' simple, thochtfu' grace 

An' quaet wit ; 
An' lang his pawky smile we '11 trace 

In fancy yet. 

Alang life's weary, windin' road, 
Wi' a' its ups an' doons, he trod. 
But pausin' owre his much-loved brod 

At ilka turn aye, 
He found it greatly eased his load. 

An' smoothed his journey. 

But noo life's lang, stiff game is done — 
Threescore an' thirteen years it 's run — 
The problem 's solved, the end game won. 

The day 's his own. 
An' noo ayont the circlin' sun 

He wears the crown. 



A GOOD NEW YEAE (1890). 

Ance mair the steeple clock tolls oot 

The deein' year o' grace ; 
An' ance again, wi' sang an' shoot. 

The new year tak's its place, 
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An' ance again, in hamely ode, 

I join the herty cheer, 
An' wish my brethren o' the brod 

A happy, good New Year. 

A good New Year, a blythe New Year, 

I wish you, ane an' a', 
Wi' lots o' " wins " life's path to cheer, 

An' mony a canty " draw ; " 

An' may the Power that rules aboon 
Gie 's strength for ilka " loss," 

An' grace to keep oor herts in tune. 
An* bravely bear oor cross. 

For losses, frien's, an' crosses, frien's, 

To a* oor lots will fa' ; 
An' may oor best Frien' kin'ly sen' 's 

A hert aboon them a'. 

Oor game, wi' a' its simple grace. 

An' a' its ancient claims, 
Still bravely hands its honoured place— 

The king o' hamely games. 

The unca wise askance may squint. 

An' ca' 't a feckless ploy. 
But still the keenest minds find in 't 

An endless source o' joy. 

An' we, wha try its depths to soon'. 

But find we never can, 
Frae oor experience look doon, 

An' simply say, " It 's gran'." ^ , 
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Lang may 't, amid life's fash an' fuss, 

Its heid still doocely raise, 
An* for the joy it brings to us, 

We '11 croosely sing its praise. 

An' brethren scattered far an' wide, 

Brod lovers far an' near, 
Ance mair I wish, wi' mickle pride, 

You a' a good New Year. 



A GOOD NEW YEAR (1891). 

The year we hailed wi' roosin' cheer, 

When first we saw its face, 
Noo auld an' wrinkled, grey an' sere. 

Is slippin' frae its place. 
An' as the young ane tak's the road. 

To rin his brief career, 
I wish you, brethren o' the brod, 

Ance mair "A Good New Year." 

While ithers sing o' " springs an' flings," 

An' kindred kinds o' joy. 
My hamely musie gladly sings 

Oor fine aul' farrant ploy. 
It bauds its place, wi' couthy grace, 

Owre a' this muckle ba' ; 
In cot an' ha' it shows its face, 

An' pleasure brings to a'. 
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It gars the auP forget their years, 

The sad lay doon their load ; 
An' lifts the min' to higher spheres, 

While porin' owre the brod. 
In it the biggest brains find scope 

For wonder, daily day ; 
The Wylliest find length o' rope, 

The keenest minds find play. 

It lends its joys to aul' an' young, 

To married folks an' odd ; 
An' men o' ilka creed and tongue 

Find pleasure in the brod. 
May peace throughoot the opening year 

Preside in a' yer hames, 
Wi' lots o' cheer, an' lots o' gear, 

An' lots o' happy games ! 

May a' life's problems that appear 

As ane-an'-ninety rins. 
To us an' a' that we baud dear 

Result in canty wins. 
To gain life's croon-line let us aim, 

Aye lookin' to the lift ; 
May love fraternal guide oor game. 

An' grace oor ilka shift. 

May losses aye baud by yer ha', 
An' crosses fly your sphere ; 

Ance mair I wish you, ane an' a', 
A happy, good New Year. 
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